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LESSON tn BIOGRAPHY 
| O R, 
How To wlrr THE Lire OF ONE's FRIEND, 


An Extract from the LIFE or DR. Pozz, in ten volumes 


folio, written by IAMEs Bozz, Eig. who FLOURISHED 
With bin near fifty years.) 


WE dined at the chop-houſe. Dr. Pozz was this 
day very inſtructive. We talked of books; I mentioned 
the Hiflory of Tommy T1 71 faid it was a great work. 
—Pozz, Les, Sir, it is a great work; but, Sir; it is 
& a great work relatively; it was a great work to you 
ei when you was a little boy : but now, Sir, you are a 


e great man, and Tommy Trip is a little boy.“ I felt 


ſamewhat hurt at this compariſon, and I believed he 
Vo Ly IV. B | Per- 


„„ 


perceived it; for, as he was ſqueezing a lemon, he 
ſaid, © Never be affronted at a compariſon, I have 
« been compared to many things, but I never was af- 
& fronted. No, Sir, if they would call me a dog, and 
« you a caniſter tied to my tail, I would not be af⸗ 
4c fronted. | 
Cheered by this kind mention of me, though in ſuch 
a fituation, I aſked him what he thought of a friend of 


_ our's, who was always making compariſons ?—Pozz, 


4 Sir, that fellow has a ſimile for every thing but him- 


4 ſelf; I knew him when he kept a ſhop ; he then made 


4 money, Sir, and now he makes compariſons : Sir, he 
« would ſay, that you and I were two figs ſtuck to- 
&« gether; two figs in adheſion, Sir; and then he would 
<« laugh.” —Bozz. But have not ſome great writers de- 
t termined that compariſous are now and then odious ?' = 
Pozz. No, Sir, not odious in themſelves, not odious 


© as compariſons; the fellows who make them are 


© odious. The Whigs make compariſons.*? 

We ſupped that evening at his houſe. I ſhewed him 
ſome lines I had made upon a pair of breeches.—Pozz, 
Sir, the lines are good; but where could you find 
& ſuch a ſubje& in your country ?*”—Bozz. . There- 
© fore it is a proof of invention, which is a charaQte- 
$ riſtic of poetry. —Pozz. Yes, Sir, but an inven- 
& tion which few of your countrymen can enjoy.“ I 
reflected afterwards on the depth of this remark; it 
affords a proof of that acuteneſs which he diſplays in 

| every 


* 


to) 
every branch of literature. I aſked him, if he approved 


of green ſpeCtacles ?---Pozz. As to green ſpectacles, 
& Sir, the queſtion ſeems to be this: if I wore green 


L ſpectacles, it would be becauſe they aſſiſted viſion, or 


© becauſe I liked them. Now, Sir, if a man tells me 
©& he does not like green ſpectacles, and that they hurt. 
his eyes, I would nat compel him to wear them. No, 
« Sir, I would diſſuade him.“ A few months after, 


J conſulted him again on this ſubje&, and he honoured 
me with a letter, in which he gives the fame opinion. 
It will be found in its proper place, vol. 6, p. 2789. 
L have thought much on this ſubje&, and muſt confeſs, 
that in ſuch matters a man ought to be a free moral 


agent. 


Next day I left W and was abſent for ſix weeks, 


three days, and ſeven hours, as I find by a memoran- 


dum in my journal. In this time I had only one letter | 
from bim, which is as follows : | 


Fo James Bozz, Eu. 
« Dear Sir, 
i My bowels have been very bad. Pray buy for me 


& ſome Turkey rhubarb, and bring with you a uy of 
tc your Tour. 


« Write me ſoon, and write me often. 
6 1 am, dear Sir, 
< Your's, affetionately, 


| ** SAM... POZZ. "4 
#5 B a | It- 


* 


[ 
' 


bir, the man is dead drunk” This explanation threw 


14) 


Tt would have been unpardonable to have omitted 
à letter like this, in which we ſee ſo much of his great 
and illuminated mind. On my return to town, we 
met again at the chop-houſe. We had much conver- 
ſation to-day : his wit flaſhed like lightning; indeed, 
there is not -one hour of my preſent life in which I do 
not profit by ſome of his valuable communications. 
We talked of wind. I faid I knew many perſons 
much diſtreſſed with that complaint.---Pozz. 4 Yes, Sir, 
< when confined, when pent- up. I ſaid I did not know 


that, but I queſtioned if the: Romans ever knew it. 
| Pozz. Les, Sir, the Romans knew it. Bozz. Livy 


ac does not mention it. -Pozz. # No, Sir, Livy wrote 
* Hiſtory, Livy was not writing the Life of a Friend.“ 
On medical ſubjects his knowledge was immenſe. He 
told me of a friend of our's who had juſt been attacked 


by a moſt dreadful complaint; he had entirely loſt the uſe 


of his limbs, ſo that he could neither ſtand nor walk, 
unleſs ſupported ; his ſpeech was quite gone; his eyes 
were much ſwollen, and every vein diſtended, yet his 


face was rather pale, and his extremities cold; his pulſe 


beat 160 in a minute. I ſaid, with tenderneſs, that I 
would go and ſee him; and, faid I, Sir, I will take 
* Dr. Bolus with me.”---Pozz. © No, Sir, don't go.“ 
I was ſtartled, for I knew his compaſſionate heart, and 


earneſtly aſked why ?---Pozz. “ Sir, you don't know 


e his diſorder. “Bozz. Pray what is it? -Pozz. 


ESI) 


me into a violent fit of laughter, in which 8 joins? 
me, rolling about as he uſed to do when he enjoyed a 
joke ; but he afterwards checked me.---Pozz. ** Sir, you 
* ought not to laugh at what I ſaid. Sir, he who laughs 

« at what another man ſays, will ſoon learn to laugh at 
* that other man. Sir, you ſhould laugh only at 408 


* own jokes; you ſhould laugh ſeldom.” 


We talked of a friend of our's who was a very violent 
politician. I ſaid I did not like his company.---Pozz. 
No, Sir, he is not healthy; he is fore, Sir, his mind 
« jg ulcerated; he has a political whitlow ; Sir, you 
* cannot touch him without giving him pain. Sir, I 
„would not talk politics with that man; I would talk 
„of cabbage and peaſe ; Sir, I would aſk him how he 
& got his corn in, and whether his wife was with child 
but I would not talk politics.”---Bozz. 4% But per- 
„ haps, Sir, he would talk of nothing elſe.“ -Pozz. 
& Then, Sir, it is plain what he would do.“ On my 


very earneſtly inquiring what that was, Dr, Pozz an» 
. twered, © Sir, he would let it alone.“ 


I mentioned a tradeſman who had lately ſet up his 
coach.---Pozz, He is right, Sir; a man who would 
go on ſwimmingly cannot get too ſoon off his legs. 
That man keeps his coach; now, Sir, a coach is better 
& than a chaiſe, Sir, it is better than a chariot.“ .- Bozz. 
Why, Sir-?**---Pozz. Sir, it will hold more.“ I 
begged he would repeat this, that I might remember 
ir, and * complied with great good humour. Dr. 
* B 3 66 Pozz, 


— 


1 
* Pozz,” faid I, yo ought to keep a coach *. —Poza. 
« Yes, Sir, I ought.“ - - Bozz. But you do not, and that 
1 has often ſurpriſed me.”%---Pozz. © Surpriſed you! 
4 There, Sir, is another prejudice of abſurdity. Sir, 
$* you ought to be ſurpriſed at nothing. A man that 
* has lived half your days, ought to be above all ſur- 
& priſe. Sir, it is a rule with me never to be ſurpriſedi 


It is mere ignorance, you cannot gueſs why I do not 


$ keep a coach, and you are ſurpriſed. Now, Sir, if 
& you did know, you would not be ſurpriſed.” -I ſaidz 
tenderly, ** I hope, my dear Sir, you will let me 
* know before I leave town.””---Pozz, © Yes, Sir, you 
ﬆ ſhall know now. You ſhall not go to Mr. Wilkins, 
% and to Mr. Jenkins, and to Mr. Stubbs, and ſay; 
# why does not Pozz keep a coach? L will tel _ 
& myſelf---Sir, I can't afford it.“ 

We talked of drinking. I aſked him whether, in 40 
tourſe of his long and valuable life, he had not known 


dome men who drank more than they could bear? 


Poze. ** Yes, Sir; and then, Sir, nobody could bear 
« them. A man who 1s drunk, Sir, is a very fooliſh 
„ fellow.”*---Bozz. * But, Sir, as the poet ſays, * he is 
©« devoid of all care.*---Pozz. © Yes, Sir, he cares for 
% nobody; he has none of the cares of life; he cannot 
be a merchant, Sir, for he cannot write his name 3 
$ he cannot be a politician, Sir, for he cannot talk 
«© he cannot be an artiſt, Sir, for he cannot ſee ; and 
yet, Sir, there is ſcience in drinking. Bozz. « 1 

e ſyp= 


E713 
& ſuppoſe you mean that a man ought to know What he 
bv drinks.””---Pozz. 5 No, Sir, to know what one drinks 
* is nothing; but the ſcience conſiſts: of three parts. 
„ Now, Sir, were I to drink wine, I ſhould wiſh to 
* know them all; I ſhould wiſh to know when I had too 
6 little, when J had enough, and when I had too much. 
« There is our friend ** nn,, (mentioning a gen- 


« tleman of our acquaintance) he knows when he has tos 


10 little, and when he has too much, but he knows not 
* when he has enough. Now, Sir, that is the ſcience 
« of drinking, to know when one has enough.“ 

We talked this day on a variety of topics, but I find 
very few memorandums in my journal. On ſmall beery 
he ſaid it was flatulent liquor. He diſapproved of thoſe 
who deny the utility of abſolute power; and ſeemed to 
be offended with a friend of our's, who would always 
Have his eggs poached. Sign-poſts, he obſerved, had 
degenerated within his memory ; and he particularly 
found fault with the moral of the Beggars Opera. I. 
endeavoured to defend a work which had afforded me ſo 
much pleaſure, but could not maſter that ſtrength of 
mind with which he argued; and it was with great ſatisfac- 
tion that he communicated to me afterwards a method 
of curing corns by applying a piece of oiled filk. In 
the early hiſtory of the world he preferred Sir Iſaas 
Newton's Chronology ; but as they gave employment to 


. uſeful artiſans, he did not diſlike the large buckles then 


coming into uſe, | | 
Be Next 


Py I 


— ſ— 
—_—_— 


eo 91 


2 * ß⸗ mera 5, x es 


, _ 
— 2 T— —— 


— Sen Frm Eo 
wh - 


—— — —— ſ — 9 ——— ———'¹ . 
N . * 2 . 
— — — 


12 7 


Next day we dined at the Mitre. 1 mentioned wic 
»--Pozz. Sir, there is as much evidence for the exi- 
« tence of ſpirits as againſt it. You may not believe it, 
but you cannot deny it.“ I told him that my great 
grandmother once ſaw a ſpirit. He aſked me to relats 
it, which I did very minutely, while he liſtened with 
profound attention. When I mentioned that the ſpiriþ 
once appeared in the ſhape of a ſhoulder of mutton, 
and another time in that of a tea-pot, he interrupted me ⸗ 
-=-Pozz. There, Sir, is the point; the evidence is good, 
« but the ſcheme is defective in conſiſtency, We can» 
« not deny that the ſpirit appeared in theſe ſhapes ; buy 
then we cannot reconcile them. What has a tea- o 
& ta do with a ſhoulder of mutton ? Neither is it a ters 
« rific object. There is nothing contemporaneous. Sir, 
„ theſe are objects which are not ſeen at the ſame 
« time, nor in the ſame place.””---Bozz. * I think, Sir, 
that old women in general are uſed to ſee ghoſts.“ - 
Pozz. * Yes, Sir, and their converſation full of the 
„ ſubjet; I would have an old woman to record ſuch 
« converſations ; their loquacity tends to minuteneſs.“ 

We talked of a perſon who had a very bad cha- 


Faſter,---Pozz. ** Sir, he is a ſcoundrel.—Boza. I 


© hate a ſcoundrel.”—Pozz. < There you are wrong; 


« don't hate ſcoundrels. Scoundrels, Sir, are uſeful ; 


« there are many things we cannot do without 
« fcaundrels. I would not chuſe to keep company 
* with ſcoundrels, but ſomething a” be got from 

them.“ 


4:0 3 
* them.” —Bozz. © Are not ſcoundrels generally fools ?%* © 
Pozz. No, Sir, they ate not. A ſcoundrel muſt 
« be a clever fellow; he muſt know many things of 


d which a fool is ignorant. Any man may be a fool. 


I think a good book might be made out of ſcoundrels. 
«© J would have a Biographia Flagitioſa, the Lives of 


% Eminent Scoundrels, from the earlieſt accounts to the 


% preſent day. I mentioned hanging; I thought it 


a. very aukward ſituation, — Pozz. No, Sir, hang- 


« ing is not an aukward ſituation ; it is proper, Sir, 
i that a man whoſe actions tend towards flagitious ob- 
« liquity,. ſhould appear perpendicular at laſt,” I told 
him that I had lately been in company with ſome gen- 
tlemen, every one of whom could recolle& ſome friend - 


or other who had been hanged.—Pozz. © Yes, Sir, 
„that is the, eafieſt way. We know thoſe who have 


been hanged.z we. can recollect that; but we cannot 
number thoſe who deſerve it; it would not be deco- 
* rous,. Sir, in a mixed company. No, Sir, that is one 
« of the few things which we are compelled to think.” 


[Our regard for literary property prevents our making a' 
larger extract from the above important work. We have,. 


| bowever, wwe hope, given ſuch paſſages as will tend to im- 


preſs our readers 2 an high idea M this vaſt under- 


labing.] 


* 


B 5. - Ori- 
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Orgie! Letter from the Chief Magiftrate of a certady 
Corporation. 


Sur, 


ON Monday next I am to be made a Mare, and ſhal} 
be much obliged to you, if ſo be as you will ſend me 
down by the coach ſome proviſions fitting for the occa- 
fon, as I am to ax my brother the old Mare and the 
reſt of the bench. 

I am, Sur, &. 


Anſroer, by a Wag into whoſe Hands it fall. 
Sir. of | - 


In obedience to your order, I have ſent you per coach 
two buſhels of the beſt oars, and, as you are to treak 
the old Mare, have added bras to make a 14/6. 


0 D 
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o D E, 
Fo THE RIGHT HONOURABLE W Pam; 


— — Hijuriæ, 
Suſpiciones, inimicitiæ, inducia ; 
Bellum, pax rurſum, 

_ TER. Eu 


T. 
TMPERIAL Kate, to vent her ſpleen, 
Charles Fox's head exalts between 
Pemoſthenes and Tully; 
While you diſplay an innate fire, 
And emulate your glorious fire, 
Britanniu's pride and Bully! 
II. 
You ſnatch'd the Grand Turk's bluſhing Dames 
From fiercs Potemkin's * flames, 
Thou truly guard of beauty; 
£ nd now to- Heal 3 iſh'd Kate, 


idſt euauchs 5:25 he rears thy tete; 
As you aa tneir duty. 


- 


* Priace Potemkin Had actually obtained a grant from the Empref' 


of the Seraglio; but our teroic negociation threw him into a fit of 
deſpair, which ended ja a chelera orbus, and killed him. 


1 Our 
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III. 


Our gallant fleet was Europe's wonder, 
When you like Jove, array d in thunders © 
Preſt on a female foe ; | 
Dantzic and Thorn are Pruſſia's prize, 
And Mahomet's proud ſtandard flies, 
Again---at Oczatow.* * 
IV. 
The church and moſque in union meetz, 
With ſacred ſong their Hero greet, 
Such rev'rence virtue wins! 
For you the holy Mufti prays, 
And pious Biſhops hail yon blaze, 
Lit up for Prieſtley's fins.. | 
5 | | V.. 
How ſxill'd in ſympathy's ſweet art, 
To heal the pangs that rend the heart;. 
And peace and joy beſtow 1 
Lou weep-o'er- Sutherland's ſad fate, 
Tho* prompt to ſave---you came too late: 
To ſoothe his long-felt woe. 


* Some claſſical and ingenious Members pronounced this word OcR- 
*2acow ; the Ruſſians barbarouſly pronounce it Ockzatof; the trus ; 
gronunciation is here reſtarcd=v.. Mal ker's Rbetorical Dictionary. 


Lou 


tn) 
| | vl. 
Tour ſpleen at knaves is prov'd=--by Eden, 
Tour fire by Ruſſia, truth by Sweden; 
If Leeds is ſomewhat ſore, 
Call in Dundas; the conteſt end, 


You'll find him ſtill a truſty friend, 
As Rumbold did of yore. 


II. 


Shelburne and North he left forlorn;. 
Repuls'd by baughty Fox with ſcorn, 
He reſts his hopes on you ;- 
Infidious pair, cries Scott amaz'd;, 
By treach'ry together braz'd, 
I oo vote the Impeachment true. 


VIII.. 


Congenial ſouls ſuch: ſcoffs deſpiſe, 
When threat*ning clouds dim Britain's ſkies, 
You ſhine-the Georgian Star ;: 
—-Iluſtrious PIT r- in times of peace, 
You bid our taxes debts - -increaſe, 
To train us up for war. 


1 * I 
IX. 


Del Campo's haughty menace fails, 
And Nootka Sound gives up her whales; 
Dreading our cannon's roar; 
Our Indian friends their wilds regain, 
And joyous ſee vindictive Spain 
Cede the Muſquito Shore.“ 


X. 


Why force us, Tippoo, to the field 

Cornwallis never knot) to yield, 
Purſaes for coinbat keen ; 

On him the fierce Mahrattas gaze, 

The Nizam too---wiioſe diamonds blaze 
To deck our gracious Qeen. 


* ce His Catholic Majefty, prompted folely by motives of hu- 
« manity, promiſes to the King of Tugland, that he will not exerciſe 
« any act of ſeverity againi the Moſquitos, on acccount of the con- 
4c nections which may have ſubſiſted between the ſaid Indians and tho 
« Engliſh : and his Britannic Majeſty, on nis part, will ſtrictly pro- 
4c hibit all his ſubjects from furniſhing arms, or warlike ſtores, to the 
« Indians in general, fituated upon the frontiers of the Spaniſh-poſs- 
ſeſſions. Convention, If of Scpt. 1786. 
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| XI. 
Proud China, rich in ſilver ore, 
On Clive's grand ſcheme *---ſhall yield her ſtores 
And ample funds fupply 
Her teas untaxed each cot perfume, 
Nor Commutation ſpread a gloom, 
To dim Britannia's ſky. 


XII. 


Protect, great Pitt, the exil'd band 
Of Nobles, (ci deuant) who ſtand. 
Renown'd in Gallic ſtory 3 


* As ſoon as Tippoo Sultan's dominions are equitably divided bes 
Tween us, and our gallant and faithful allies, Lord Cornwallis is to 
carry the late Lord Clive's grand ſcheme into execution, of conquer- 
ing China, and paying off the national debt. Adminiſtration, with 
their uſual wiſdom, have adopted this glorious project, and thereby 
gained the ſupport of Lord Clive and his friends. Mr. Strachey has 
detailed the whole plan with great ſpirit and judgement. However, it 
is thought that Lord Macartney (if he can make himſelf maſter of 
the Chineſe language—ſo as to expreſs his ideas with fluency, preciſion, 
and elegance, ) will perſuade the Emperor to pay us an annual tribute 
of ten millions a year —and we are to repair and fortify the Chineſe 

wall—under the immediate inſpection and direction of the Duke of 
| Richmond—as an effectual ſecurity againſt the incurſions of the Tar- 
tars. The fleet lately defigned for rhe Baltic, is to proceed under the 
ommand of Lord Hood to conquer the ifle of Japan, and annex it to 
the Chineſe empire. 


To 
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To vex ac Whigs reſtore their rights, 


And make them Lords and riband Knights, 

The Refugees of Glory. 
III. 

A Tax, let vile Diſſenters bear, 

That Friars, Prieſts, may penſions ſhare; 
Ao give their zeal full ſcope, 

Paſfive obedience let them preach, 

Where now rebellious Prieſtleys teach, 
To ſpurn a Prince or N 


XIV. 
And thou, great George, with ſcorn reſign: 
To Gallia's realm thy claim divine, 
That keeps the world in awe!“ 
Then Leopold's imperial ire + 
Will waſte her towns with ſword and fire;, . 


| N Till Louis? word is Law. 


Our gracious Sovereign has hitherto: protected France from the 
juſt. indignation of Pruſſia, Auſtria, and Sweden, by retaining the 


title of King of France; but, before the cloſe: of this ſeſſion, it is 


Cid, he. will -refign- it, and leave his rebellious, atheiſtical French ſub- 
ves to be puniſhed, for their manifold offences againſt the ſacred 


richts of Kings and the Church, in ſuch manner as the great, mighty, 


and pious Fc tentates on the Continent may think proper. 

+ This encomiatic ſtanza was finiſhed before the lamented. death 
of Leqgold the Great, whe even ſurpaſſed his Brother Joſephs in heroic, 
bs = F 5 | 3 Kivit; 
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VERSES 


o SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS, 


ON HIS LATE RESIGNATION OF THE PRESIDENT?P | 
CHAIR OP THE ROYAL ACADEMY. 


BY THE EARL OF CARLISLE. 


Too wiſe for conteſt, and too meek for ſtrife, 
Like Lear, oppreſs'd by thoſe you rais'd to life, 
Thy ſceptre broken, thy dominion o'er, = 

The curtain falls, and thou'rt a King no more 2 
Still, near the wreck of thy demolifh'd ſtate, 
Truth and the weeping Muſe with me ſhall wait; 
Science ſhall teach Britannia's ſelf to moan, 

And make, O injur'd friend! thy wrongs her o 
Shall we forget, when, with inceſſant toll, 

To thee *twas given to turn the ſtubborn ſol 

To thee, with flow'rs to deck our dreary waſte, 
And kill the pois' nous weeds of vicious taſte z 


civic, and moral qualities. The author lets it ſtand, as a flight trio 
| bute, ſacred to the memory of that ſecond Trajan—and at the ſame time 
cannot help obſerving, that the unexpected death of this Hluftrious 
Prince verifies the deep and ſagacious remark of Mr. Drake, junior, 
| who fathetically exclaimed in the Houſe, Mr. Speaker, it is a me- 
4e lancholy truth, (I ſay) Mr. Speaker, it 1 is a melancholy truth 
4 that man is not immortal. 


To 


my 
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To pierce the gloom where England's genius ſlept, 
Long of ſoft love and tenderneſs bereft ; 
From his young limbs to tear the bands awayz 
And bid the Infant Giant run and play ? 

Dark was the hour, the age an age of ſtone, 
When Hudſon claim'd an empire of his own; 
And from the time, when, darting rival light, 
Vandyke and Rubens cheer'd our northern night 
Thoſe twin ſtars ſet, the Graces all had fled, 
Yet paus'd, to hover o'er a Lely's head; 
And ſometimes bent, when won with earneſt pray'r; 
To make the gentle Kneller alt their care; 
But ne'er with ſmiles to gaudy Vefrio turn d, 
No happy incenſe on his altars burn'd, | 
O! witneſs, Windſor ! thy too paſſive walls, 
Thy tortur'd ceilings, thy inſulted halls !- 
Lo! England's glory, Edward's coaquiering ſony = 
Cover d with ſpoils from Poitiers bravely won 
Yet no white plumes, no arms of ſable hue, 
Mark the young hero to our raviſh'd view 
In buſkin trim and laurell'd helmet bright, 
A well-dreſs'd Roman meets our puzzled fight $ 
And Gallia's captive King, how ſtrange his doom $ 
A Roman too perceives himſelf become. 
See too the miracles of God profan'd, 
By the mad daubings of this impious hand ; 
For while the dumb exult in notes of praiſe, 


While the lame walk, the blind in tranſports gaze 
While 


Y 


1 
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While vanquiſh'd demons Heav'n's high mandates heaty 
And the pale dead ſpring from the filent bier, 
With lac'd cravat, long wig, and careleſs mein, 
The Painter's preſent at the wond*rousſcene ! 

Vanlo and Dahl, theſe may more juſtly claim 
A ſtep ſtill higher on the throne of Fame 
Yet to the Welt their courſe they ſeem to run, 


The laſt red ſtreaks of a declining ſun. 
And muſt we Jervas name? ſo hard and colds 


In ermine robes, and peruke, only bold; 


Or, when inſpir'd, his rapturous pencil own 
The roll'd up ſtocking and the damaſk gown} 
Behold a taſteleſs age in wonder ſtand, | 
And hail him the Apelles of the land! 

And Denner too—but yet ſo void of eaſe, 
His figures tell you—they're forbid to pleaſe y 
Nor in proportion, nor expreſſion nice, 

The ſtrong reſemblance is itſelf a vice; | 
As waxwork figures always ſhock the fight, ] 


at 


Too near to human fleſh and ſhape affright 3 | 

And when they beſt. are form'd afford the leaſt delights 
Turn we from ſuch to thee, whoſe nobler art 

Rivets the eye and penetrates the heart: 


To thee, whom Nature, in thy earlieſt youth, 


Fed with the honey of eternal Truth— 
Then by her fondling art, in happy hour, 


Entic'd to learning's more ſequeſter'd bower 2 


There all thy life of honours firſt was plann'd, 
While Nature preach'd, and Science held thy hand 


When, 


EE ee ee ee . etnies 


When, but for theſe, 'condemn'd perchance to tha 


L % 3. 


The tireſome vacuum of each ſenſeleſs face, 

Thou in thy living tints haſt neꝰer combin'd 

All grace of form and energy of mind— — 

How, but fer theſe, ſhould we have trembling fled 
The guilty toſſings of a BzaurorT's bed; 

Or let the fountain of our ſorrows flow 


At fight of famiſh'd U6oLino's woe? 


Bent on revenge, ſhould we have penſive ſtood 
O'er the pale Cherubs of the fatal Wood, 
Caught the laſt perfume of their roſy breath, 
And view'd them ſmiling at the ſtroke of death? 
Should we have queſtion'd, ſtung with rage and pad 
The Spectre Line, with the diſtracted Trans 3 
Or, with ALcuzxa's natural terror wild, 
From the envenom'd ſerpent tore her child? 
And muſt no more thy pure and claflic page 
Unfold its treaſures to the riſing age? 
Nor from thy own Athenian temple pour 
On liſt'ning youth, of art the copious ſtore ?== 
Hold up to Labour independent eaſe, | 
And teach Ambition all the ways to pleaſe ! 
With ready hand neglected genius ſave, 
Sick*ning, o'erlook'd in Mis'ry's hidden cave; 
And, nobly juſt, decide; the active mind. 
Neither to ſoil nor climate is confin'd !. 
Deſert not then my ſons ; thoſe ſons who ſoon 


MS moued ich ma and all their error own. 


4 ; | Thou 
Ll * « 
i 3 

Hud V4 . 


E 
Thou muſt excuſe that raging fire, the ſame 
Which lights their daily courſe to endleſs fame, 
Alas! impels them, thoughtleſs, far to ſtray i 
From filial love and Reaſon's ſober way. 
Accept again thy pow'r—reſume the Chair, 
& Nor leave it till=-you place an Equal there. 


V EXRSES 
BY JAMES BOSWELL, ESQ. 


There is in the fately ſquare at Edinburgh, the Parliames 
Cloſe, a very fine flatue of CHARLES II. on borſebacks 
a caff in lead, larger than life. Some years ago the 
Provosr of the city, from a frange Gothic fancy, had 
it laid over with a thick coat of paint, to make it Igo 

white and new. This occaſioned the following. 


WELL done, my Lord, with noble taſte, 
You've made Charles gay as five and twenty 
We may be ſcarce of gold and corn, 
But ſure there's lead and gold in plenty. 
Yet for a public work like this, 
I would have had ſome famous Artiſt, 
Tho? I had made each mark a pound, 
I would have had the very ſmarteſt, 
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Stay, fair diſſembling cowards ! ſtay, 


* 


„* 1 


Why not bring Allan Ramſay * down, 
From ſketching coronet and cuſhion z 

For he can paint a living King, | 
And knows—the Engliſh conſtitution, 

The milk-white ſteed is well enough : 

But why thus daub the man all over; 

And to the ſwarthy Stuart give 

The — complexion of Hanover 8 


This ſtatue never gave offence, 

But now, as you've been pleas'd to make ity 
The ladies all will run away, 
— Left they behold a man ſtark naked, 


He'll do no harm—you may go near him; 
Il tell you—e' en when fleſh and blood, 
Some of your grandams did not fear hun, 


E 


er sm CHARLES HANBURY WILLIAMS's ODB TH 
LORD BATH. 


Wa HAWKESBURY, your reign is fer, 
The Ins will flatter you no more, 
The Outs no longer fear ye; 


1 Allan Ramſay, Eſq. painter to his Majeſty. | 


- + Mr. Ramfay was the author of 8 
« Atitution.“ 
our 


ou 
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Your table will no more be full, 
Your time will paſs extremely dull, 
And ſcarce a ſoul come near ye. 


gay, my good Lord, how will you feel, 
Reſigning up the Duchy Seal, | 
Of ſuch a change what think ye ? 


With eyes half ſlut, you'll recollect, 


That thoſe who now your rank reſpect, 
May then remember Fenty. 


The creature and the tool of Butt 
(A truth no mortal can diſpute) 
Rais'd by his northern hand 


From the back ſtairs you hurl'd him down, 


And took poſſeſſion of the Crown, 
And there have kept your ſtand. 


All hopes are paſs'd, and much, we fear, 
Lour poiſon in the Sovereign's ear 


Has work'd the madd'ning ſpell; 


The Commons will perhaps impeach 


That no one is beyond their reach, 
Let Warren Haſtings tell. 


Contentment, is denied at home, 
Tis beſt by far abroad to roam, 
In hopes to find a change; 


Bleſt with a moſt obedient wife, 


Your happineſs is fix'd for life, 
You cannot wiſh to range, 


738 | 
Co rick young wards repay your care, 
(Such fortunes as few females ſhare) 
| Young Fenly may aſpire ; 
A youth of moſt prodigious party 
Well fkill'd in all the wily arts 
That decorate the Sire, 


Oae parting word, and I have doneg 

Quick, let me help reflection on 

| Pl! fay it to your face; 

J wiſh to hold to public view, 

A thing that's rather ſtrange and new 
A King's Friend out of place. 


SONN E , 
BY MR. BATE DUDLEY, 


CourT me not to ſcenes of pleaſure 
This fond heart no more muſt know; 
Can it beat to mirth's gay meaſure, 
All its ftrings attun'd to woe ? 
No—the mind by hope forſaken, 
But of ſorrow ſeeks relief; 
Joy no tranſport can awaken--- 
Sighs muſt number out its grief! 


1 


THE MARSEILLES MARCH. 


SUNE BY THE MARSEILLOIS GOING TO BATTLE, BY 


GENERAL KELLERMAN'S ARMY, INSTEAD OF TE 


DEUM, AS ORDERED BY THE NATIONAL CONVEN- 


TION, AND AT THE, DIFFERENT THEATRES 


IN 
PARIS. 


YE ſons of France, awake to glory, 
Hark ! hark! what myriads bid you riſe ! 
Your children, wives, and grandſires hoary 
Behold their tears and hear their cries ! 
Shall hateful tyrants, miſchief breeding, 
With hireling hoſts, a ruffian band, 
Affright and deſolate the land, 
While Peace and Liberty lie bleedin g 
To arms, to arms, ye brave, 
Th' avenging ſword unſhe ath, 
March on, march on, all hearts reſolv'd 
On victory or death. 


Now, now, the dang'rous ſtorm is rolling, 
Which treach'rous Kings, confederate, raiſe ; 
The dogs of war let looſe are howling, 
And lo! our fields and cities blaze; 
And ſhall we baſely view the ruin, 
While lawleſs force, with guilty ſtride, 
Spreads deſolation far and wide, | 
With erimes and blood his hands embruing ; 
: To arms, ye brave, &c. 
Vor. IV. C 5 


THE 


With 
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With luxury and pride ſurrounded, 
The vile inſatiate deſpots dare, 

Their thirſt of power and gold unbounded, 
To mete and vend the light and air; 

Like beaſts of burden would they load us, 
Like gods, would bid their ſlaves adore; 
But man is man, and who is more? | 

Then ſhall they longer laſh and goad us ? 

To arms, ye brave, &c. 


O Liberty! can man reſign thee, 
Once having felt thy gen'rous flame? 
Can dungeons, bolts, and bars confine thee, 
Or whips thy noble ſpirit tame ? 
Too long the world has wept, bewailing 
That falſehood's dagger tyrants wield ; 
But freedom is our ſword and ſhield, 
And all their arts are unavailing. 
To arms, ye brave, &c. 


O D E, 


ADDRESSED To THE RIGHT HON. LORD AUCKLAND. 


EDEN, 1 chaunt thy titled name, 
And give it to the voice of fame; 
You've gain'd at laſt your ends ; 


To 


ND. 


To 


1 


To earn a penſion, and a place, 
And Ireland's peerage to diſgrace, 
You well betray'd your friends. 


Ierne's“ Lords ſing, gentle muſe ! 
Pedlars and Renagades, and Jews, 
(Jack Rob'ſon reſts in hope) 
Magee in bonds, unaw'd by fear, 
Proclaims how Earlsfort's new-made Peer 
Renounc'd his ſhop and Pope 


His ſpleen indignant Thurlow vents, 

He damns your grant on four + per cents, 
And ſwears the bribe's too much: 

Yet he, who vends himſelf to vice, 

Can ne'er be paid too high a price ; 
—A maxim with the Dutch. 


* Magee the Iriſh printer, who has preſumed to ſay, that Mr. Lawleſs, 
now Lord Cloncurry, who lately abjured the errors of the church of 
Rome, and his ſhop, was created a Peer, through the influence and in- 
tereſt of his noble relation, Lord Earlsfort. 


+ A penſion of two or three thouſand a year, it is ſaid, has been 
granted Lord Auckland, and his poſterity, to the third or fourth genera» 
tion, on the four per cents. to which prerogative grant (illegal in the 
opinion of many lawyers) the Chancellor has hitherto refuſed to put the 
great ſeal. How honourably and virtuouſly does our patriot young Mi- 


niſter diſpoſe of the revenue of the Weſt India iſlands—voted expreſsly 
for their defence and protection! 


1 Scap'd 


[ 6 


Scap'd from the Commons ſneers and rattle, 

You dearly ſold your „ prittle “ prattle*? 
On ribands, tapes and muffs ; 

On Iriſh ware, and hops, and hoops, | 


Wedge wood and Pitt became your dupes, k 
So artful were your puffs. b 
Hail, frigid Pitt! whoſe ſpecious wiles 5 


Could win ambitious Gertrude's ſmiles, 
To make the Crown thy own: 
Lab'ring the bliſsful point to gain, 
You found your toil with woman vain, 
When George reſum'd his throne! 


Thy crane-neck'd turn to ſave Cheyt + Sing, 
And humble India's vapouring King, 
Rouz'd even Mulgrave's bile : 
Your ſhifts and quirks made Arden ſtare ; 
White-liver'd Grenville ſcarce could bear 
Such complicated guile. 
| Lo, 


* A characteriſtic expreſſion, inimitably well applied to Mr. Secre- 
tary Eden, in the Iriſh Houſe of Commons, by Mr. Grattan. 


+ After Mr. Haſtings's triumphant acquittal on the Rohilla charge, 
it was confidently ſaid, by his friends, that he would ſpeedily be created 
a Peer, and placed at the head of the India department.—On the ſecond 
article of impeachment, Mr. Pitt defended the principle on which Mr. 
Haſtings acted in fining Cheyt Sing; but the exorbitancy of the fine, 

(though 


B 


Lo, Eden joins this ſhuffling crew, 
Yet fain would cheat old friends anew ; * 
Till Fox's thunder ſhakes him ; 
By ſilence owns his honour's barter, 
And fits forlorn a dumb deſerter ; 
Ev'n impudence forſakes him. 


Mean Hawkeibury's rival ſtands confeſt, 

Court ſunſhine only warms his breaſt, 
North's chilling blaſt he flies ; 

There forc'd awhile to point his head, 

His tranſient fragrance ſoon is fled, 
And Eden's bloſſom dies. 


(though only an error of judgement on Mr. Pitt's own argument) pro- 


voked his indignation, to the aſtoniſhment of both ſides of the Houſe. 


The vote of that night effectually marred all Mr. Haſtings's ambitious 
projets, if we may believe Mr. Dundas. 


*The ſingular and ſelf-conceited aſſurance of Mr. Eden, are, perhaps, 
unparalleled. After his deſertion, he vainly hoped to impoſe on Mr. 
Fox, &c. declaring, in his circular letters, that Adminiſtration had 
courted his ſervices merely to negociate the commercial treaiy with 
France, without inſiſting on any conditions, and that he ſtill remained 
ſteadily and honourably attached to his party. One of theſe curious 
epiſtles accidentally fell into Mr. Pitt's hands, who inſtantly compelled 
Mr. Eden to afſume his new fituation in the Houſe, and as an exem- 
plary puniſhment, he was exhibited in a ſort of political pillory, between 
Mr. Jenkinſon and Mr. Dundas.—It muſt be confeſſed that he ſhewed 
ſome marks of grace by his ſilence and deſpondency. 
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So round its pole, a hop- plant twines, “ 

From ſouth to weſt as Phoebus ſhines, 
Purſues the golden ray ; 

But twiſted to a new direction, 

Betrays ſad ſymptoms of dejection, 
Shrinks, fades, and pines away. 


The courſe of treachery you've run, 
And the baſe meed have fairly won, 
As yet you're ſtaunch and hearty ; 
But ſhould inſidious Pitt go out, 
Th' Archbiſhop ſwears you'll veer about, 
And change again your party, 
The oyſter thus, as ſages tell, 
Lies downward with the hollow ſhell, 
To catch the flowing tide; _ 
But when he ſees the ebb commence, 
Inſtinct directs his torpid ſenſe 
To turn on t'other ſide, 


* Dr. Percival, on the Perceptive Power of Vegetables. Mancheſter 
Memoirs, vol. ii. a d 
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Sed placidam pueri metuens turbare quietem, 
Fixit vicinis bafia mille rofis. 

| WY JOH. SECUNDI BASIA, 

TIRED with chace, and ſultry day, 

Aſleep, the young Adonis lay : | 

Beneath him nature's carpet ſpread, 

Embow'ring roſes veil'd his head, 

Burning with love's impetuous flame, 

The Cyprian Queen of beauty came: 

She looks, ſhe wiſhes---but afraid 
His peaceful ſlumbers to invade, 

In filent rapture, ſhe beſtows 

A kiſs on each embow*ring roſe. 

Each roſe, with richer crimſon died, 

Its velvet lips expanded wide, 

And from the heavenly kiſſes drew 

Ambroſia's balm, and nectar's dew : 
Sweets that on zephyr's wanton wing, 

With odours fill the laughing ſpring, 

Give to the bee its food divine, 

And hang on bleſſing's lip and thine. 
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AN HEROIC EFISTLE 
TO THE | 
RicyuT Hon, EDMUND BURKE. 
THERE is ſcarcely a ſingle image in this Poem which is 


not extracted from Mr. Burke's celebrated Rev 
* FLECTIONS.” But though the images be bor- 


rowed, the Author claims ſome ſmall merit from his. 


application of them. Struck with the force of that 
Gentleman's alarming predictions in the Houſe of 
Commons---prediftions which reſemble, in their na- 
ture and their fate, the inſpired ravings of the neg- 
lected Caſſandra, he has here traced, with a trembling 
hand, ſome of the horrors whick muſt attend their 
completion, and happy will he be if he can rouſe the 
nation from its lethargy. 


From Mr. Burke he is ſure of praiſe, and he now calls 
the public attention to the ſubject, with that earneſt- 
neſs which its importance excites, and that confidence 
which ariſes from a conſciouſneſs of good intention. 


CHAMPION of Kings! to thy ſuperior claim, 
Thy trophied triumphs in the liſts of fame, 
Bayard and Sydney bow, To thee, Sir knight, 
La Mancha's hero kneels with grim delight, 
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To thee his lance and brazen helm conſigns, 
To war with windmills in the land of vines ; 
Mournful and mad each feudal curſe to ſave, 
Each dubb'd diſtinction worn by fool or knave : 
* In proſe poetic breathe the pious prayer 

To ſtars and vifions in the peopled air ; 


Brave, like St. George, the dragon's hundred ſtings, 


And vanquiſh kingdoms in the cauſe of kings. 


+ Say, ſhall the peaſant ſlave preſume to riſe, 


Rank with the great, or reaſon with the wiſe ? 
With nobler ſouls the gifts of nature ſhare ? 
Born to obey, and exercis'd to bear. 
Degenerate France! ah, why reverſe the plan ? ? 
Ah, why aſſert the dignity of man? 

Wake prieſts and princes fron their long repoſe, 
And bid the ſpell diſſolve, the viſion cloſe ? 


{ So awful grandeur guards the Gothic hall, 
And creſts and mantles dignify the wall; 


* I ſaw her juſt above the horizon 
Glittering like the morning-ſtar, full 
Of life, and ſplendor, and joy. 


Reflections, p. 112. 


En- 


+ They muſt reſpe& that property of which they cannot partake, 


Reflections, P · 351. 


By th is means our liberty - carries an Io and majeſtic al- 
ged. It has a edigree and illuſtrating anceſtors, It has its bearings 
and 


C 5 


— * 1 1 ” 
* * * 
8 2 


* 
— — . * - wy 2 — 
. t VETS Wy yr AA cc ooo nc todos x AE YOOLLYE So Es 


— 


— 23 — . 1 : , 
1 * - + of n WS an : A . 
r — | ; 
„ r a Sogn 


1 — 


2 


* 
bs 

* 

4 


16 
ts 
£5. 
it 
pres 
0 
> 4 
N 
1. 
* 
ti. 
* 
| 
4 
v© 
* 
" 
4: 
* 
9. 
** 
L 
| 


—— PE III 2297s Rn He 


3 — one ow He - 


r — 


* ng 
"4% * * 4 


* — — — 
— wag r 
- - - * L 


IT 
"aur © —_—" ' Fats. TH 


l 34 1 
Enfigns armorial, pedigrees ſublime, 
And wax and parchment half as old as time: 
The ſombrous liſt ſucceeding years extend, 
And ſacred lumber bids the rafters bend. 
*Mid frowning forms in coronets and cowls, 
The bat engenders, and the tempeſt howls : 
When lo! awakes from monumental reſt, 
With fees and fines, and mortgages oppreſt, 
The beggar'd heir. Prince, biſhop, marquis, knight, 
To foreign garrets wing their ſolemn flight. 
The cumb'rous ruin falls, no more to riſe, 
And ſimpleſt maſonry the place ſupplies. 
But hark, alas! the chaſteſt of the chaſte 
Calls on her Knight with proud ſubmiſſion haſte; 
Go, wing'd with love as diſtant “ as divine, 
Releaſe the princeſs, and the nun confine. 


+ With mighty zealots plan the new cruſade, 
And bid the nations flock to beauty's aid, 


Go, 


and its enſigas armorial, It has its gallery of portraits; its monu- 
mental inſcriptions ; its records, evidences, and titles, p. 50. 
* Little did I dream that, when ſhe added titles of veneration to 
thoſe of enthuſiaſtic » diſtant, reſpectful love, &c. 
Reflections, p. 112. 
* + Is it to be tamely borne by kings ho love their ſubjects, or by 
* who love their kings? &c. 
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Go, tell the world, the taliſman of Time 
Makes falſehood fair, and littleneſs ſublime, 
The lawleſs leader of a ruffian band, 


Who dares to deſolate a ſmiling land, 


Turns, at its touch, the delegate of God, 
Law in his voice, and wiſdom in his nod. 
So age may conſecrate a Windſor's buſt, 
And Wentworth's piſtol ſleep in ſacred ruſt. 


But here, Sir Edmund! here the plague prevails, 
* Borne in a bale of cotton from Marſeilles. 
Lo! now with ſhrilling ſcream, and frantic dance, . 
The graceleſs nymphs of Billingſgate advance. 


Boards of Green Cloth, and Benches of Controul, . 
Screen from their fangs each high heroic ſoul. 


Not to make a common cauſe with a juſt prince, dethroned by 
traitors and rebels, in my opinion, is to forget what is due to the ho- 


nour, and to the rights of all virtuous and legal government. 
Letter, p. 23. 


If ever a foreign prince enters into France, he muſt enter it as into a 


country of aſſaſſins the mode of civilized war will not be practiſed, 
nor are the French, who act on the preſent ſyſtem, entitled to expect 


it. They muſt look for no modified hoſtility—the hell-hounds of 


war, on all fides, will be uncoupled and unmuzzled. P. 45. 
* From Mr. Burke's Philippic in the Houſe of Commons, May, 


1791. 
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"Tis vain, The fiends, nor great nor ſmall to ſpare, 
Scent Hy B=———y's dear diſorder'd hair, 


But ſay, what nobler victims claim regard; 
Who ſhall the lanterne grace in Palace-yard ? 
Lo! firſt, with oaths defying and defy'd, 
bl——y, High Prieſt of Prejudice and Pride. 
D s ſucceeds, and H y and R—e 
With many a fhrug the long proceſſion cloſe. 


Great S——y ſnaps the wand he lov'd to wave, 
No more to act the tyrant and the ſlave. 
P—t to Calonne in ſullen ſtate retires, 
To write or ſpeak, as Burgundy inſpires ; 
And Gn bids her lov'd cabals adieu, 
With Madame Polignac to con virtù. 


But ſay, can age or ſanctity avail? 
Lo! on St. Stephen's gate a bill of ſale. 
Where I—Kk—! jeſted, Bel -e warbled Greek, 
Lo! now the deaf and dumb are taught to ſpeak. 
*The ſacred Houſe as baſe a purpoſe knows, 
For there, alas! incurables repoſe. 


The Houſe of Lords, ſo called by the Right Honourable Gentle- 
man in Weſtminſter Hall, 


In 
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+ In lieu of theſe, now Pimlico ſupplies 
Her far-fam*d Riding Houle of giant- ſize: 5 
There rings the Speaker's bell; there Jebbs decide, 
+ Unſchool'd in Courts, to Parties unally'd. 


With ſtrangeſt potency their firſt decree 
Lifts the bow'd frame, and nerves the bended knee. 
Dukes, Earls, and Barons, ah! how few eſcape, 


Like Satan's legions & ſhrink to pigmy ſhape. 


Hark ! with accurſed blaſt, it meets my ear ; 


Ve ſuns and ſyſtems ſtart not from your ſphere ; 


Ye lightnings fleep, nor wrap the globe in flames, 
* KINGS ARE EUT MEN, AND TITLES ARE BUT 
NAMES ! | 


Now on the church the thirſty vultures prey, 
And ſnatch her dear inheritance away. 
Tho? on the ſtate, her old ally, ſhe calls, 
Each ample farm at Chriſtie's hammer falls. 


+ The National Afembly fit in the Manege of the Thuilleries, and 
the Preſident rings a bell to impoſe filence. 


F} Country Clowns, who have ſeats in that Afſerably, ſome of whom 
are ſaid not to be able to read and write. Ręflections, p. 63. 
§ Paradiſe Loft, Book II. 


* On this ſcheme of things, a king is but a man, &c. P. 114. 
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And lo! to liquidate the public debt, 
Lambeth and Fulham to be ſold or let ! 


Secluded ſeats ! with pious arts defign'd, 
To lull the paſſions and to nerve the mind; 
With hot-houſe, ice-houſe, all that beſt conſoles, 
'The board for billiards, and the green for bowls. 


Hark! Ca Ira rings round St. James's Square, 
And White's and Brooks's form a Bouche de Fer.“ 
Carron and Colebrobke Dale! your found'ries flow 
With buſts to Price, and medals to Rouſſeau. 

+ Bells of the churches, kettles of the poor, 
Start into life, and bid their names endure. 


But ſee great B---nſw---k comes to bleſs the cauſe, 


He comes to vow obedience to the Laws: 
He 


* A Debating Society which is held every Friday evening in the 
Cirque of the Palais Royal, to illuſtrate the principles of Rouſſeau, 
and explain the Rights of Man. 


+ To this man and this writer, (Rouſſeau) as a pattern to authors 


and to Frenchmen, the founderies of Paris are now running for ſtatues, 

with the kettles of their poor and the bells of their churches. 
; | | Letter, p. 32. 

＋ Great, indeed, according to Mr. Burke, who exultingly aſſures a 

very numerous, but miſguided body of his fellow citizens, that the 

King of Great Britain holds his Crown in contempt of their choice ; 

| and 
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He comes to ſhare the joy that Freedom PTY 
* And meet the Nation in —— St. George's Fields. 


Mourn, Europe, mourn ! no more ſhall rapture trace 
Thy generous loyalty, thy unbought grace, 
All that on vice the charm of virtue ſhed, 
All that ennobled crimes---with chivalry is fled, 


and that they have not a fingle vote for a King among them, either 
individually or collectively. Reflections, p. 19. 

I am far from ſure, he adds, that a King of Great Britain took not 
poſſeſs a more real, ſolid, extenſive power, than the King of France 
was poſſeſſed of before this miſerable Revolution. Letter, p. 67. 


* They conſtructed a vaſt amphitheatre, in which they raiſed a ſpe- 


cies of pillory. On this A they ſet their lawful King, &c. 
| Letter to a Member, p. 28. 
Every man, in his ſober ſenſes, like Mr. Burke, muſt feel the pathos 
of this paſſage. I wiſhed to introduce it into the Poem; but I look 


up with awe to kings! and could not reconcile my mind to the aſſo- 


ciation of ſo degrading an image with the ſacred perſon of his Britannic 


> Majeſty. 
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REFLECTIONS on REFLECTIONS; 


OR AN OBSCURE AUTHOR'S ANSWER IN PROSAICAL. 
POETRY, TO A CELEBRATED AUTHOR'S LETTER IN 
POETICAL PROSE, 


1 ES & 1 
r 


Miſer ifte Senecio—Miſit duas in hanc urbem epiſtolas, rabiei ſyco- 
phanticæ non inanes. N. Heinſius ad Gronovium de Salma ſio. 


Burmann. & „ode Epiſtolarum, tom. ji. p. 270. 7 

: 

BY THE SAME. 2 

W HAT is this thing of declamation, | ? 
That roars ſo loudly through the nation? N 
A Letter do ye callt ? -a Letter ! 4 


No Jeſuit could write a better. 
Intended ?---no, but really ſent 

A make-bate on the continent, 
Another Eſſay made by rule 

On the Sublime and Beautiful. 

Here tropes and figures, all ſo nice, 
There thunderbolts on Dr. Price ; 
That We ſtand gazing and admiring, 
And He, be ſure, is juſt expiring. 
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But why this mighty thundering, whence 
This waſteful blaze of eloquence? 

Could he not ſay, what miſchief's brewing, 
Without this hideous cry of ruin 3 
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If the poor Doctor err'd in ought, 

Muſt he ſo coarſely chide the fault; 
Buffooning, like his friend O' Leary, * on 
Th' already-vanquiſn'd Preſbyterian ? 


T Iov'd his proweſs, when of late 
He led the war of high debate; 
Stood like a champion *bove the reſt 
For our Palladium, the Teſt, 

With arm uplifted to deſtroy 

The rallied ſtrength of ſtout Beaufoy, 
Repuls'd the veteran troop of Houghton, 
(Tho? Fox himſelf that party brought on,) 
Charg'd thsough their ranks en cavalier, 

And wounded Prieſtley in the rear; 

Then, with a furious ſtroke, back-handed, 
Laid the deſerter Sheridan dead: 

That time all parties join'd to cheer him ; 
The very tongue of loſs?” cried, . hear him ;? 
E'en the Diſſenters call'd him clever: 

So far *twas well---but this was ever 

His nature, his unhappy knack elſe, 

He lays an egg, and then he cackles. 


- me n 


1 b 
66 


— - * * * _— * 3 * g * — 
8 * mg 9 a net « - Ne 2 * 2 — * 
b r . A ” - - : C 4 ö y ” - 2 
. — Was — 21 + . ** r 1 4 * 8 — — 
— vr wr wr 9 _— EEE 15 Vn Be 44 < n 1 a — —— — 
2 ere 1 4 — 


222 
* r 
* 


A. Brute 10 pt a ae” as 5 er 8 


* Father O'Leary is a pleaſant Iriſh prieſt, who has indulged his 
vein of humour in certain publications upon ſubjects of religion. 
Theſe pamphlets, if any of them are yet to be found, will juſtify 
what is here ſaid of their author. For inſtances of our letter-writer“s 
duffoonery, ſee Refieiens, p. 15. 96. 107. 
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Awaken'd from a gaudy dream 

Of Chivalry, his idle theme, 

His dainty ſtomach can't digeſt 

An honeſt Revolution feaſt ; 

That plain and wholeſome Engliſh truth 
Is Porridge “ to his taſte, forſooth, 

Greaſy, unpalatable, groſs, 

And nauſeous as a doctor's doſe : + 

For him, he'd rather be without it 

Than always thanking God about it. 
Thus a fond mother's humorous boy, 

W hoſe ſtomach, traſh and ſweetmeats cloy, 


* On the forenoon of the 4th of November laſt, Dr. Richard Price, 
a non-conforming miniſter of eminence, preached at the diſſenting 
meeting-houſe of the Old Jewry, to his club or ſociety, a very ex- 
traordinary miſcellaneous ſermon, in which there are ſome good moral 
and religious ſentiments, and not ill expreſſed, mixed up in a ſort of 
Porridge of various political opinions and reflections. 

Reflections, p. I2. 

+ The kind of anniverſary ſermons, to which a great part of what 
I write refers, if men are not ſhamed out of their preſent courſe, in 
commemorating the fact, will cheat many out of the principles, and 
deprive them of the benefits of the Revolution they commemorate. 
I confeſs to you, Sir, I never liked this continual talk of refiſtance 
and revolution, or the practice of making the extreme medicine of the 
conſtitution its daily bread. It renders the habit of ſociety dangerouſly 
valetudinary ; it is taking periodical doſes of mercury ſublimate, 


P. 93. 


Is 
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Is brought to table, takes his place; 
But will not ſay Amen to th' Grace. 


When France had burſt her iron chain, 

And Freedom there reſum'd her reign, 
When her Oppreſſor's ſtaff was broke, 

And millions had put off the yoke, 

Who thought it was profane to ſay, 
„Thank Heaven, I've liv'd to ſee the day?“ 
Ves - his nice conſcience is ſo ſqueamiſh, 
He fain would call thoſe thanks blaſphemiſh ;* 
But when that high and haughty Dame, 
Whoſe ſpirit is his proudeſt theme, 

When ſhe the deſperate deed has plann'd 

+ To fall by no ignoble hand ; 


* I find a preacher of the goſpel prophaning the beautiful and pro- 
phetic ejaculation, &c. p. 99. 

+ I hear, and I rejoice to hear, that the great lady, the other ob- 
ject of the triumph, has borne that day, (one is intereſted that beings 
made for ſuffering, ſhould ſuffer well) and that ſhe bears all the ſuc- 
ceeding days, that ſhe bears the impriſonment of her huſband, and 
her own eaptivity, and the exile of her friends, and the inſulting adu- 
lation of addreſſes, and the whole weight of her accumulated wrongs, 
with a ſerene patience, in a manner ſuited to her rank and race, and 


becoming the offspring of a ſovereign diſtinguiſhed for her piety and her 


courage ; that like her ſhe has lofty ſentiments ; that ſhe feels with the 
dignity of a Roman matron ; that in the laſt extremity ſhe will ſave 
herſelf from the laſt diſgrace, and that if ſhe muſt fall, ſhe will Fall by 
no ignoble band, p. 111. 
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He triumphs in ſuch royal zeal; 

Tis then this pious Oracle, 

(So ſpirited her enterprize is) | 
T' applaud ſelf- murder, pbilippizes; * 
And chaunts once more that ſoothing note 
He ſung when P-—— cut his throat. 


Knight of the tongue and tearful eye, 
Laſt © Orphan-heir” of Chivalry, 
Champion of Ladies in diſtreſſes, 

Both of Fair Queens and black Princeſſes; 
Or, if that humbler name you chuſe, 
Great Prolocutor of th* Hindoos ; 

May I preſume a while to borrow 

Your tongue's alternate ſcorn and ſorrow ? 
For ſure no other tongue can tell 

A tale of ſorrow half ſo well. 


That dreadful morning in October!“ 
(Who can ſpeak of it and be ſober?) 
«« * O that ſome artiſt would engage 
To bring that ſtory on the ſtage, 
“% That 


* I know they ſet him up as a ſort of oracle; becauſe, with the 
beſt intentions in the world, he naturally philippines, and chaunts his 
prophetic ſong in exact uniſon with their deſigns, p. 13. 

+ Why do I feel fo differently from the Rev. Dr. Price, and thoſe. 
ef his lay flock, who will chooſe to adopt the ſentiments of his diſ- 
| courle ? 
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“ That I might give my tears to flow 

« Ofer the dire ſcene of royal woe! 

© There would I fit and ſhew the world 

& How I can weep when kings are hurl'd, 
& Hurl'd by misfortune from their throne--- 
(Pm not zow ſpeaking of our own.) 
But let not Dr. Price appear, 

„Nor any of his flock come near; 

& I know they do not feel as I; 

« No: © theſe ſour - natur'd dogs? can't cry. 
& I'd be aſham'd to ſhew my face, 
„If 't did not cry at ſuch diſtreſs, 
„Why, I have cried, when Siddons late 

„ Preſented the ſad turns of fate, 
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eourſe ? — For this plain reaſon — be auſe it is natural I ſhould, 
p. 119. 

Becauſe when Kings are hurled from their thrones by the Supreme 
Director of this great drama, and become the object of inſult to the 
baſe, and of pity to the good, we behold ſuch diſaſters in the moral, as 
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we ſhould behold a miracle in the phyſical order of things, ibid. 

Some tears might be drawn from me, if ſuch a ſpeftacle were eu- ; 

hubited on the flage, I ſhould be truly aſhamed of finding in myſelf that f 

hat ſuperficial, theatric ſenſe of painted diſtreſs, whilſt I could exult over it 1 | 
in real life. With ſuch a perverted mind, I could never venture to ſhew q | i 

mo my face at a tragedy. People would think the tears that Garrick for- 4 N 
his merly, or that Siddons not long ſince, have extorted from me, were the 1 
_ tears of hypocriſy; I ſhould know them to be the tears of folly % 
p. 120. i 
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& Tn the frail, beauteous, humbled Shore; 
6 T cried, when Garrick long before 

« Acted a *fond and fooliſh” * King; 

& And ſhan't I, when the very thing--- 

& J would ſay, when the ſtory's real; 

&< Tis natural that one ſhould feel. 


Once, I acknowledge, and but once, 
& T was that idiot, prating dunce, 
« To hint a likeneſs *tween our Cæſar, 
% And him of Babylon—*chadnezzar ; 
„ That Cæſar ſhould be ſent to graſs, 
As that o'erproud Chaldean was. 
& Alas, the words that are gone, are gone! 
c But I talk*d © Babylonian jargon.*+ 
& Sure ſome ill Demon was let looſe 
“ That day to ſerve me like a gooſe; 
& +Who truſs'd me, and took out my bowels 
«© To make a ſhew of me; for how elſe 


* I am a very fooliſh, fond, old man, X. Lear, Act IV. Sc. 6. 

+ The law calls this high magiſtrate, not our ſervant, as this hum- 
ble Divine calls him, but ot ſovereign Lord the King; and we, 
on our parts, have learned to ſpeak only the primitive language of the 
law, and not the confuſed jargon of their Babylonian pulpits. Reflec- 
tions, p. 41. | 

T We have not been drawn and ?ru/ſed, in order that we may be 
filled, like fuffed birds in a muſeum, with chaff and raggs, and paltry, 
blurred /breds of paper about the rights of man, p. 128. 
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& Could I then hold him up to ſcorn, 

&«& Whoſe * faculties ſo meek were born ?? 

« Could I then think upon his woes, 
Nor pay the figh that duty owes ? 

Nor ſhed the tear that pity ſneds? 

&« Sure I was ſtuff*d with paper-ſhreds. 


4e But, when I recollect that morning, 
& I feel © my natural entrails** yearning. 
% That morning's horror + makes a joke of 
% All I have read, or heard, or ſpoke of: 
„That tragedy ſurpaſſes all, 
«« That I imported from Bengal. 
% *T was then a fiercer Devi Sing | 
Cut down the ſervants of the King, 
% With ! ſcatter'd limbs? || his palace ſtrew'd, 
& And fell a ſwimming in the blood. 


* We have not yet been completely. embowelled of our natural en- 
trails, p. 128. 

+ The moſt horrid, atrocious, and afflicting ſpectacle, that, perhaps, 
ever was exhibited to the pity and indignation of mankind, p. 99. 

T They who attended in Weſtminſter Hall en Feb. 18, 1788, have 
not forgotten that this Devi Sing was the principal figure in Mr. 
Burke's great hiſtory- piece of the maſſacre of innocents, p. 108. 


The moft ſplendid palace in the world, which they left ſwimming 


in blood, polluted by maſſacre, and ſtrewed with ſcattered limbs and mu- 
tilated carcaſes, p. 106, | 
| *T was 
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% Twas then, with inſolence and ſcoffing, 

« The Mob ſeiz'd King, and Queen, and Dauphin, 
« Coach'd ' em, and drove *em on at will- 

6 Cheyt Sing was ne'er us'd half ſo ill! 

« While fiſhwomen, ſet on to plague *em, 

& Profanꝰd 'em like the Munny Begum.“ 


Choice ſtories theſe, when finely penn'd ! 
For what ?---To ſet the hair an end; 
To blanch with horror ladies? cheeks ; 
To call forth groans and piteous ſhrieks : 
To make men ſtare, and children cry ;--- 
What pity *tis they're all - 
That Munny Begum, “ we are told, 
(For his ſtrange mouth blows hot and cold,) 
That ſacred Princeſs turns a penny 
By Gin, to make up her revenue; 
Has a great ſhop, and ſells a can 
Of the beſt drink in Hindoſtan : 
Ladies of Europe, make your moan, 
The glory of your world is gone: 
For earth-born creatures have offended 
The brighteſt viſion + e'er deſcended 


* Mr. Burke affirmed in Weſtminſter Hall, that the Begum kept 
the greateſt gin-ſhop in Hindoſtan. It was upon this occaſion that one 
of the counſel told him he bl:w hot and cold. 

+ Surely never lighted on this orb, which ſhe hardly ſeemed to 
touch, a more delightful viſion. 
thoſe of enthuſiaſtic, diſtant, reſpect ful levee Refledtions, P. 112. 
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Upon this orb from realm above; 
Object of awe and diſtant love; 

But groſsly they preſum'd to handle, 
And out went glory * like a candle; 
Nor does there virtuous breath remain 
Enough to blow it up again, 


Where were your naked weapons then, 
| Nation of gallant gentlemen ? 

N I thought ye were indeed ſo ſtout, 

5 46 Ten thouſand** + of *em would be out; 
Ten thouſand jolly weapons har'd 
Againſt thoſe devils, les Poiſſardes. 
Truly the dirty work was much, 

But you'd “ ennoble I what you touch.“ 


* The glory of Europe is extinguiſhed for ever, p. 113. 

+ I thought ten thouſand ſwords muft have leaped from their ſcab- 
bards to avenge even a look that threatened her with inſult.— But the 
age of chivalry is gone. — That of ſophiſters, economiſts, and calcu- 
lators, has ſucceeded ; and the glory of Europe is extinguiſhed for 


ever, p. 112.— This is a very high train of eloquence. 
So King Lear in his raving, 


To have a thouſand with red burning ſpits, 
Come hiſſing in upon em. {Les Poiſſardes,} Act III. Sc. g. 


kipt I have brought theſe two paſſages together, as no bad inftance te. 
. 3 ſhew the near alliance between the great wit and the madman. 

4 That chaſtity of honour, which ennobled what it touched, p- 143. 
d to . 
on is 
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You ſhould have lugg'd em out by th' ears; 
What, are ye men and Cavaliers ?** 


Well, if you will not uſe your ſabres, 
E'en take a leſſon from your neighbours, 
Where's he, 1 that libeller, I mean, 
Who dar'd, with us, affront your Queen? 
At firſt, he hop'd to brave the matter: 
But when the Law began to clatter, 
'There was ſuch terror in the ſound, 

It ſcar*d him out of Chriſtian ground : 
So to the Hebrews he repair'd, 
And waited for a growth of beard; 
Nor came again to public view 

Till he had made himſelf a Jew. 
As horſeſtealers, t'enſure their prey, 
Will dock, and cut the ears away, ; 
And thus diſguiſe a ſorry horſe 
By making his appearance worſe ; 
So, curtail'd of his nat*ral ſhape, 
Our noble culprit thought to ſcape, 
By his diſguiſe of head and tail ; 
'But no, we have him fafe in jail : 


* Little. did I dream that IT ſhould have lived to ſee ſuch diſafter: 
fallen upon her in a nation of gallant men, in a nation of men of ho- 
nour and cavaliers, p. 112. 


+ We have Lord George Gordon faſt in Newgate, Ac. p. 124. 
| There, 


CI 
There, in a“ ſpiritual retreat“ 
Of © wholeſome darkneſs” be his ſeat. --- 
Our Newgate's+ very like your Baſtile--- 
He's there; and there we'll keep him faſt, till 
We've made him con his Talmud o'er: 
We'll teach the Rabbin to call whore, 


But hark ! for now, methought I heard 
A dark, ill-omen'd, ſullen word, 
A boding——hark, that voice again! 
And “ ſomewhat of prophetic ſtrain.“ 
Tis ſo; while we dreamt nothing of it, 
Our Politician is turn'd Prophet, 
Alas, for France ! he reads her doom 
In viſions of ſtrange woes to come. 


Thus, I remember to have ſeen 
A certain propheſying Dean, 
Selt-nam*d Caſſandra, as men tell; 
Our Author's motley parallel. 

Like him, he had the gift of ſpying 
Great things, in little cauſes lying; 


* In this /piruual retreat let the noble libeller remain, p. 125. X 


3 madman, who has eſcaped from the protecting reſtraints and wholeſomg 
_ darkneſs of his cell, p. 8. 


1 N + Ie have prijs almyt as frong ar the Beli, for thole who date 
to libel the Queens of France, p. 125. 

Let kim there meditate upon his Talmud, ibid. 
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Who knew if England's trade would fail, 

By looking on a weather's tail; 

Or, if her glory were t'increaſe, 

Could read it in th? exciſeman's face: 

Who peep'd I'm half aſham'd to tell ye--- 
Who peep'd into a matron's belly; | 
And ſaw, what well might make him ſtare, 
Rebels in embryo kicking there; 

Which, but for that cloſe ſultry priſon, 
Would ſwagger out, and be too free ſoon, 
Improving on this clever hint, 

He made a Book on Government. 

There he began to huff and vapour; 

And ſwore (for he would ſwear on paper) 
He'd prove, each Author elſe a block, 

From Ariſtotle down to Locke; 

And with a feather of his pen 

Sweep off the Natural Rights of Men. 

Then wrote to ſtateſmen * Quaſi- letters; 
With thoughts on chains, and hints of fetters: 


* In that treatiſe on government, the author thought he had gained 
a triumph over the Lockians, (as he was pleaſed to call thoſe againſt 
whom he wrote) by introducing ſome nice diſtinction between con- 
tracts and quaſi-contrafts. I have followed this nicety in giving an 
accurate name to thoſe things which he called © Letters' to the French 


Miniſter. They were not letters, but quaſi-letters. 
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Shut up his Bible-book, and ſwore, 

He would purſue that trade no more: 

He was, thank God for't, high enough, 
With ſuch like ſkimble-ſkamble ſtuff; 

He would be all-in-all a writer, 

And turn his backfide on a mitre--- 
Which his vain eye ſaw, God knows where, 
Like Macbeth's dagger, drawn in air. 


* He's paſt; Oblivion *gins to ſpread 
Her ſhadow o'er his breathing head. 
His ill-ſhap*d labours round him lie, 

An early buried progeny, 

Yet their fond parent in his time, 
Deem'd them prophetic, rare, ſublime z. 
Thought each an everlaſting work, 
Look'd big, and ſhook his head at Burke. 
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* The political volumes of this writer are now beyond my reach 
I have neither the Caſſandra, nor the book on. Government, nor the 
Letters, nor any other; and can only add, from report, concerning 
that affidavit-like paſſage which made ſo pleaſant a figure in one of 
them, that the author was provoked: to inſert it by ſome pointed in- 
finuations of our Letter-writer. What followed was natural. A re- 
conciliation ſoon took place between two perſons, who, befides their 
other points of reſemblance, agreed ſo nearly in the rare virtue of ſelfe 
denying moderation, that the ſtateſman, as he has told the worlds 
(p. 356) © defired honours, diſtinctions, and emoluments, but a little ;? 
and the divine ſwore he would not have them at all. 
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But ſee our Prophet now retire; 
This Iriſh Seer * of blood and fire,” 
Whoſe raven - voice has warn'd us wait 
The havoc of a mighty ſtate; 
Hear him, with cool indifference, tell us, 
7 He's got again among good fellows, 
To labour in a leſſer ruin, 
While that more glorious work is doing. 


So that old Prophet, to his ſname, 
That Jew, the earlieſt of his name, 
He that was reſtive, and turn'd tail, 
And went to priſon for't i' th* whale, 
That ſulky, ſavage prophecyer, 
(But Heaven, thank Heaven, made him a liar) 
_ Cried, © Nineveh ſhall be deſtroy'd ;*? 
And, at that proſpect overjoy'd, 
Stood by, without remorſe or pity, 
To view the ruin of that city ; 
Hoping to ſee a pretty trick ſhewn, 
In the event of his prediction. 


* Tn the preſent form your Commonwealth can hardly remain; but 
before its final ſettlement it may be obliged to paſs, as one of our poets 
ſays, © through great varieties of untried being,” and in all its tranſ- 
migrations to be purified by fire and blood. 

+ My own opinions come from one, who ſnatches from his thare in 
the endeavours which are uſed by good men to diſcredit opulent op- 
preflion, the hours he has employed on your affairs. 


ADVER- 
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-ADVERTISHMENWNTY 


The following poem, though not directly bearing the 
name of its noble author, contains intrinfic evidence 
of its origin, by perſonal and local allufions, that 
cannot leave a doubt of who the writer really is : yet 
we forbear to name him ; as, either from miſtaken: 
delicacy, or a certain ungenerous apprehenſion of its. 
being a degradation for a man of high rank to be 


claſſed with authors, the preſent work has never been 


expreſsly avowed. The Surrys, the Lanſdowns, the 
Dorſets of other days felt differently. Lord Bo- 
lingbrote and Lord Hallifax were prouder of their lite- 
rary honours, than of all the ſplendours of Peerage, 
They knew that the Coronet is toi conſpicuous, 


when graced with the laurel of Genius; but how few 


of our noblemen condeſcend to be poets, or, at leaſt, 
to own themſelves ſuch, in the preſent. times! What- 
ever be the motive for this ſuppreſſion-or concealment, 
the effect is equally injurious to themſelves and the 
public; for thus all the democratic cant of the here- 
ditary dulneſs of the Peers is abetted by themſelves, 
and, therefore, it doubly behoves every real friend to 
the cauſe of literature, to be as actively the preſerver 
of the works of our living noble authors, as the preſent 
Lord Orford has been of thoſe of former days. The 
poem that has led to theſe reflections, ſhall not truſt 
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to the poſſible exiſtence of future virtii, to be ſcowered 
from the ruſt of age by the labours of the antiquary, 
A correct copy of it ſhall be recorded here, to tranſ- 
mit to poſterity the claſſic eaſe, the poliſhed feſtivity, 
the dignified relaxation of its author, with unabated 
celebrity. A very few words more as to the nature 
and ſtile of this poem. The journey of Horace to 
Brunduſium is evidently the model which the noble 
writer had moſt immediately in contemplation ; 
that admirable ſatire is a finiſhed example of beautiful 
narrative. The Roman poet deſcribes the minutiz, 
not the magnificence of his ſubject. The frogs, the 
gnats, the cheating vintners, and lazy watermen, are 
immortalized by the ancient Latiniſt—Plotins, Larius, 
and Virgil are but collaterally mentioned. Exactly on 
the ſame principle, our modern traveller expatiates on 
the © chirping reweillee of the hedge ſparrows, and 
the /ertit ſupinas of his © hog valet.” —The © cray-/i/b 
« of Rickmanſworth” are as humble ſubjects as 
 Horace's © ranz paluſtres. The proxima campano - 

ponti willula, is obviouſly De-Mazy's at Hartford 
Bridge. In a word, the analogy is perfect ; for after 
fairly conſidering who it was that went to Brunduſium, 
and then deſcribed the journey; who was the patron, 
and abo was the poet: ſay, ye critics, what bard 
could ſo beautifully moderniſe Horace and Mzcenas, 


at Brundufium, as the noble Author of THE ExcUR- 
$1O0N TO WEYMOUTH ? | 
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And ftrike my watch at.every hour, 


At juſt three minutes after five, 


1 


EXCURSION 
10 


WEYMOUTHK. 


SINCE it is your pleaſure that I ſhould'write: 
In ſuch a way as gives delight, 

I will immediately begin,, 

And boldly daſh through thick and thin. 

Leſt that my ſervants ſhould not wake, 

I frequently my ſlumbers break, . 


From twelve o' clock till nearly four: 


When none but reapers are alive; 
Into my carriage I aſcend, 
And ſtrait my ſteps to Weymouth bend. 
The ſun was up, the morning gay, 
The birds were chirping revezllee ; 
The wind was down, the ſky ſerene, 
All add a luſtre to the ſcene— 
My valet too, a happy dog,, 
Slept in the corner, like a hog, 
And only ſtarted, when the lace 
Of a new jacket ſcratch'd his face. 
While he did thus employ his time, 
I dedicated mine to rhyme ; 
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With a kind view to banith care 
From all that's elegant and fair— 


From Hatfield to Watford I've nothing to ſay, 
The villas their beauties are known to diſplay ; 
And Rickmanſworth, Uxbridge, I make not a doubt 
Have long made a boaſt of their eray-fiſh and trout. 
You know Mr. Waller, he lives at the Swan ; 
A bowing, obliging, diminutive man : 
« Your ſervant, your Lordſhip,” comes forth from his 
heart, 
And ſo from his houſe with 1 I ſtart. 
From Uxbridge paſs flow, where old Herſchel oft 
tries 
To tell you the names of the ſtars in the ſkies. 
Two miles off is Eton, a place of ſome fame, 
Where boys more than once have been whipt to their. 
ſhame; 
And near it is Windſor, Thames only between, 
Adds much, *tis allow'd, to enliven the ſcene ; 
Whoſe tow'rs ring high are ſo juſtly inviting, 
While ſome are employ'd in a way as delighting. 
We change at the Caſtle, but yet the White Hart, 
Good eating and drinking will often impart. 
On the right out of Windſor St. Lenard's, and near 
Cranbourn Lodge, Duke of Glouceſter's, will ſhortly 
appear. 
From Windſor to Bagſhot the ſoil's moſtly ſand, 
Except for Scotch firs, it is reckon'd bad land. 
I Whos 


( 9 Þ 
Whoever thinks himſelf a glutton, 

Muſt come and feaſt on Bagſhot mutton ; 
For that, by the diſcerning crowd, 

Is certainly the beſt allow'd. 
In Patterſon is this remark— 

At twenty - ſix is Bagſhot Park; 
The late Lord Keppel's, and J ſay, 
You here may pals a jolly day; 
For Bagſhot has been ever ſince 

The feſtive manſion of a Prince. 

On Bagſhot Heath an obeliſk you ſee, 
Much eafier to be view'd than any tree. 
The hoſteſs of the Red Lion Inn 

Is ſure the traveller to win ; 

And, as ſhe's civil and well-bred, 

She don't pretend to toſs her head. 
*Twixt Bagſhot and the following ſtage, 
A fit of abſence did engage 

My running thoughts, and gain'd by fleep, 
Into myſelf I took a peep ; 

"Twas well J did, for I declare 

The land in parts was much too bare; 
And ſuch a ſtrait and level road 
Is apt the eye, at length, to goad. 
Hartford Bridge, kept by one Demaze, 
Where horſes are turn'd out to graze, 
When wanted not for poſting, then 
They are freſh and fit to run again, 
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Twixt Hartford Bridge and Baſingſtoke, 
(I give you nought by way of joke) 
J think the harveſt does appear 
More backward than in Hertfordſhire. 
At Hackwood, Duke of Bolton's ſeat, 
The lodge is old, and ſcarcely neat ; 
It is ſurrounded by a wood, 
But nothing's ſaid about a flood; 
And on the road, I needs muſt own, 
An hill you'll find, which, pray, drag down. 
At Baſingſtoke, the Crown's the ſign, 
Where you your grief may drown in wine. 
*Tis here you'll find, what gives delight, 
The horſes ſleek, the harneſs tight 
From Baſingſtoke to Overton 
The poſt is very quickly gone; 
The horſes of an active fort— 
The road is good — the ſtage is ſhort; 
But yet the men are rather flat, 
In viſage ftern—in figure ſquat : 
The country too, as is related, 
Is certainly more cultivated, 
Looks richer, and they do diſplay, 
Some ſtacks of wheat, and ricks of hay. 
At Overton, the New Jnn takes the ſtart, 
Of one that is before it, the White Hart. 
At LVIII. as I could trace, 
The Earl of Portſmouth has a place ; 


* 


Extenſive park with ſhady trees, 

Where people ride whene'er they pleaſe; 

*Twixt Overton and Andover 

Are many ſtacks of good clover— 

The proſpect too, it is confeſt, 

Appears to be by much the beſt. 

At Overton the White Hart Inn— 

From thence to SaPſbury we ſpin.— 
White Hart again I ſtop to dine, 

On mutton chops and tavern wine; 

And when I'd eat a currant tart, 

I inſtantly from thence depart. 

O how the landlord talk'd away! 

He'll do the ſame too, ev*ry day; 

He told me every ſort of thing, 

About the Queen as well as King— 

Their Majeſties could not get out, 

The people preſs'd ſo much about; 

And one and all with truth allow'd, 

They'd never ſeen ſo great a crowd. 

He works the mail coach up and down 

From Weymouth and at Sal'ſb'ry town; 

He might, or not, believe my tale— 

I travel'd faſter than the mail; 

From five in the morn to four at noon 

I went one hundred miles as ſoon. 

At Woodyet's inn is the next ſtage ; 

It has no rival, I engage ; | 
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1 
Tt ſtands alone—at Blandford then 
The Crown we ſee, but don't complain, 
And all the way along the road 
We ſcarcely ſee one bleſt abode ; 
Paſſing thro? Blandford I could trace, 
It was a narrow dirty place. ; 
From thence to Dorcheſter we came, 9 
Which to an Earl has giv'n a name; ' 
About it more I nothing know, 
It may be high, it may be low ; 
| But I muſt make this one remark, 
The day was growing nearly dark, 
So I could not diſtinguiſh well 
In what it did the moſt excel : 
But with the leaſt fatigue I reach, 
At half paſt ten, the Weymouth beach : 
And all who've ſeen me, ope their eyes, 
And hear my tale with ſome ſurpriſe. 
My ſervants too, they heard me ſay, 
Had conſtantly rode through the day, 
And neither did the leaſt expreſs 
That he was ſorry more or leſs ; 
For ſo much riding I contend, 
They're glad to find their journey's end, 
As well as thoſe who without heſitation, 
Have forc*d me now to copy this narration, 
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RETURN FROM WEYMOUTH. 


WEYMOUTY, I think, of nought can boaft, 


But a fine ſand and bathing coaſt, 

The environs that ſhare the breeze, 
Are totally devoid of trees; 

No manufacture here you'll find, 

But ſome to ſmuggling are inclin'd ; 
And * Delamot imports from town 
All that will ſuit the fair and brown; 
So with a broad fantaſtic grin, 

Takes King, Queen, and Princeſſes in ; 
Of curioſities, no trace 

Is to be met with in this place ; 

The Portland mutton and the fiſh 
Afford to all each day their diſh; 
The lobſters here, tho? very ſmall, 
Are good, and bought at market ſtall ; 


The rides are few, and wondrous ſteep, 


Which often puts me near a ſleep ; 
And ſome prefer the briny ſand, 
Becauſe it's cooler than the land. _ 
Sometimes the King will get a dip— 
Sometimes their Majeſties a trip 


* Toyman. 
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In the Southampton frigate take, 

E'en tho? the ſeas in waves ſhou'd break. 

A group of royalty's each night diſplay'd, ; 
On what they are pleas'd to call the Eſplanade. 
In wat'ring places all agree,, 

The world muſt ever idle be 

It is the nature of the beaſt, 

One muſt do like the reſt at leaſt. 

On Thurſday morn, preciſe at eight, 


Their Majeſties left Weymouth ; ſtrait 


Their ſteps to Exeter they'll bend, 
Happy to reach their journey's end. 
And I, though trumpets won't proclaim, 
Muſt then return from whence I came. 
I made a vow, and am inclin'd 
Some new, and pleaſant road to find; 
Or elſe, indeed, twou'd not be well, 
And J ſhould nothing have to tell. 
Not being over much diſtreſs'd for time, 
My friends ſhall have my narrative in rhyme. 
And ſo attention lend! thro? heavy gravel, 
The road co Lulworth Caſtle I unrayel : 
A ſteep aſcent, romantic ſcene— 
Corn on one fide, and paſture green 
On t' other, oft engage the view, 
For trees in number are but few ; 
O'er many a rugged hill we mount, 
Which goes into the day's account 
| From 


Bs 


02 


From time to time we view the ſea ; 
We catch an hedge, and then a tree ; 
And in the narrow lane we meet 
With waggon loads of furze and peat. 
Full fifteen miles from Weymouth beach, 
Behold, we Lulworth Caſtle reach! 
Two lodges, firſt, which ſtand alone, 
And neatly built of Portland ſtone, 
Preſent themſelves ; and, where we're told, 
Long live the King, is wrote in gold. 
Their Majeſties went there one day, 
When Weld endeavour'd to diſplay 
His loyalty and joy fincere, 
That the King ſhould ſo well appear; 
And I may venture to relate, 
The way he took to celebrate 
This joyful and this great event : 
To pleaſe them was his ſole intent— 
Some days before it was his plan, 
To purchaſe plate, quite ſpick and ſpan 
And on it were theſe words expreſs'd, 
Long live the King, with T. Weld's creſt. 
It gave their Majeſties much pleaſure, 
To be eye-witneſs of this meaſure. 

I crave your pardon for this ſmall digreſſion, 
The fact was freſh, ſo made the more impreſſion. 
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T6061 
But to return from the chaiſe got out, 
And in the hall am met by * Round about; 
Who, fat and foggy, puffs away, 
On the pictures does diſplay 
Her knowledge, which to me, I own, 
Was algebra—and + matick's grown; 
The portraits then of Mr. Weld, 
J with rapidity beheld; 
And traverſed over in a trice 
The rooms, that look'd ſo clean and nice; 
Fatty threw open every door, 
Upon the ground and the firſt floor 
And after greazing, thought it meet, 
To aſk me if I choſe to eat; 
Her offer I declin'd, and then 
Into the carriage mount again; 
Proceed to Wareham, where I find 
Some freſher cattle to my mind; 
Who waft me on o'er hill and dale 
To Poole, where hunger did prevail ; 
Into the Antelope I pop, 
I eat my fowl, and mutton chop; 


And as it is a ſeaport town, 
Oh ! how the fiſh goes glibly down ! 


* The fatteſt houſekeeper ever ſeen. 
+ Mathematics—the Eliſion is new and pleaſing. 
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From Poole to Ringwood, barren ſoil, IN 


Not worth man's labour, nor his toil ; $ 
And though the ſoil is bad, we travel faſt, I 
Becauſe it beats ſome ſtages that are paſt. 1 ; 
Here the White Hart preſents itſelf, when lo! #4 
The horſes ready, we to Lyndhurſt go ; 1 
And if I've luck, at Wincheſter to-night K 
I'll ſleep, as much as cauſes me delight. 

Over the foreſt many a mile, 

We thus our weary ſteps beguile. 

Arrive at Lyndhurſt, horſes five, 

No more at home, as I am alive ; 

And think how much the people ſtare, 

To ſee me travel with a pair? 

They call'd the lad, my Lord, indeed ! 

But Lord or not, did not ſucceed 

With me, for as he drove ill, 

I paid him leſs than any ſtill; 

Onward we go, reach Rumſey about nine, 

And ſo to Wincheſter proceed in time 

With greater haſte, when at the George deſcend, 
And think with joy the firſt day's at an end. 
Though difficulties did ariſe 

At Wincheſter, I clos'd my eyes, 

And though the country 1s replete 

With many a fine and rural ſeat, 

Yet, travelling long after dark, 

1 could not make the leaſt remark ; 


And 
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And ſo, whatever is the ſtate, 
Muſt leave to others to relate. 
When breakfaſt done, I ſtart again, 
And take the road to Popham Lane. 
The Wheatſheaf there preſents its arms, 
Provided with a thouſand charms 
For travellers who paſs that way, 
Whether by night, or in the day ; 
And where the King, on fleeteſt nag, 
Often purſues the eager ſtag. 
From Wincheſter the horſes were 
More fit to draw the worthy Mayor, 
Than travel on the road, as they 
Won't neither whip, nor ſpur obey ; 
And if they could but walk or ſnort, 
They'd take his worſhip into court. 
Whether it is ſpite or not they mean, 
From Popham Lane to Murrel Green, 
They ſtrive to carry you, unlefs 
You boldly ſhould yourſelf expreſs. 
On ſome ſign poſt at Baſingſtoke, 
You'll find theſe words by way of joke : 
« My worthy friends, as you paſs by, 
Here's amber ale, if you are dry.“ 
And farther on was ſomething more, 
Which I had not time to explore. 
From Bagſhot to the Buſh at Staines, 
The man with eaſe his caſh obtains. 
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The ſtage is ſhort, the road is good, 
And never injur'd by a flood. 
From hence it was that Sumner tried his head, 
If it was proof *gainſt Hervey Aſton's lead. 
O' er Hounſlow Heath, a barren ſoil, 
No ſhade, but one continued broil, 
Affords the traveller no place, 
Whether to wipe or not his face ; 
But forces him into the town 
E'er he can waſh the gravel down. 
From Buſh at Staines, to Hounſlow ſtrait, 
Four horſes galloped ſuch a rate, 
I waved my hands, lads went their way, 
And all my mandates diſobey. 
The inn I uſe in Hounſlow town 
Is on the left, the Roſe and Crown ; 
From thence to London nought I tell, 
Becauſe the road is known ſo well; 
There I expreſsly ſtop to dine, 
To eat my chop, and drink my wine. 
At ſix o' clock, I ſkim the field, 

Where Tring's great {kill made “ Cobler yield; 
For they, indeed, went out for fighting, 
A frolick not the leaſt inviting ; 

But Tring was conqueror ; ſo he 
Was borne in triumph, all agree, 


* Cobler, a Boxer, 
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And as they travelled homeward faſt, 
Said Tring had nail'd him to the laſt. 1 
Coaches and chaiſes—carts and aſſes, 
O'er Finchley Common how one paſles, 

And *twas, indeed, by all allow'd, 

They'd ſeldom ſeen ſo great a crowd. 

Much paper has been waſted in rehearſing 

My trip: I found the Marchioneſs converſing, 
And in good ſpirits, but ſhe ſaid, 

She had not yet much ſtrength diſplay d. 
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From Hatfield I took you, to Weymouth I went, 
To pleaſe the dear creatures I wholly was bent; 
Should I prove thay I wiſh it may be in the end, 
Not unentertaining, attention pray lend 
Devoted they'll find me, and truſt *twill appear, 
That they in their friendſhip are not leſs ſincere. 
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The following Scale of »0dern beauty and modern talent, 
is an excellent auxiliary to correct judgement.—lIt 
was the celebrated Akenfide that invented, on the 
ſubject of poetry, this conciſe mode of comparative 
eſtimates. To appreciate the diverſities of merit, and 
balance the proportions of competition, is no fli ght 
eſſay of critical powers. 
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SCALE OF MODERN BEAUTY. 


THE POINT OF PERFECTION 


BEING 20. 


Princeſs Mary 


Ducheſs of Devonſhire 


Ducheſs of Rutland 


Ducheſs of Montroſe 


Lady Stormont 
Lady Ann Fitzroy 


Lady Elizabeth Loftus 
Lady Carolina Campbell 
Lady Elizabeth Lambert 


Lady Aſgill - 


Lady Anne Lambton 
Lady William Ruſſel 
Lady Erſkine St, Clair 


Lady Webſter 
Mrs. Stanhope 


Mrs. Law - 
Miſs Watſon - 
Miſs Byng - 


Miſs Ogilvie -= 
Pamela — . 
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SCALE OF MODERN TALENTS 


For 1792. 


TWENTY BEING THE POINT OF PERFECTION. 


Fox - _ 18 
Thurlow - w. 
Burke - - I7 
Gibbon . - 2 


Sheridan — 18 


Cowper - 16 
Erſkine = 10 
Fitz patrick 11 


Parr — - I 
Pitt | - - 10 
Murphey - = o 
Biſhop of Landaff 6 


15 
Burgoyne - - 8 
Maſon - - I2 
Cumberland 
Jephſonk 9 


Burne, (the Scotch 
Plough-boy) 15 


Wyndham 11 
Richardſon - 13 
Horace Walpole - 11 
Coleman, jun. 23 
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ö i APPENDIX TO THE SIXTH EDITION. 
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| i negociation was carried on with great 

ö ; heat. Mr. Pitt infiſted on reſtoring the Cabinet to the 

| abſolute /fatus quo, and for this purpoſe he nominated 
| Mr. Dundas, commonly called Harry the Ninth, as ſuc- 
eſſor to the Duke of Leeds. 

; 

The ** refuſed to treat on the baſis of the ab- 


ſolute fatus ; and he conſidered Mr, Pitt's inter- 
meddling with his undoubted right, as highly inſolent 


and preſumptuous. And beſides, the very pretext was 
1 falſe for ſo far from preſerving the balance of the Ca- 

; binet, his propoſition gave an overbearing preponde - 

; rance to the one ſcale, 

4 

K But as he was a friend to peace, he had no objection to 

7 the limited fatus guo; and for this purpoſe, he ſuggeſted 
the propriety of appointing Lord Hawkeſbury to ſucceed. 
the Noble Duke—and Mr. Pitt ſhould nominate the 
; ſucceſſor to Earl Camden. Perhaps the Duke of Grafton 
1 might be proper, provided he would give up all at- 


| Vol. IV, f E tempts 
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tempts to reform the church. Perhaps, if Lord Hawkeſ- 
bury was objected to, Lord Auckland might do, if ſent into 
the Houſe of Peers. Perhaps, to reduce the vacant ſeat 
to a ſterile waſte, the Duke of Montroſe might be pre- 
ferred; and even to him he had no objection, provided 
Lord Hawkeſbury was alſo accepted. 


In this way the armed negociation went on for ſome 
days, during which time the number of meſſengers, 
with the quantity of allimata which paſſed between the 
parties, exceeds all precedent, except in the memorable 
interregnum in 1782-3. There was in all this, a marked 
coincidence between the negociation for the peace of the 
Cabinet, and the peace of Europe, which then agitated 
the nation. A miferable fortreſs, called Oczakow, was 

the pretended bone of contention ; while, in truth, it 
was the poſſeſſion of Dantzick and Thorne, which opened 
an avenue to traffic, that was the true ſource of the diſ- 
pute. So while it was the pretended plea of Mr. Pitt, 
that he would not admit Lord Hawkeſbury into the Ca- 
binet on conſtitutional motives, the real ſpring of his 
conduct was a dread that he would not manceuvre him in 
his own finiſter way ; and that he ſhould be treated, as 
he and his political tutor had treated the honourable 
party by whom they were firſt elevated in power. 


A compromiſe at length took place, The D. of G. who 
had been long negociating for the Duchy of Lancaſter, 
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1 
was appointed to ſucceed Earl Camden as Preſident; and 
Lord St. Helen's, to ſucceed the D. of L. as foreign Se- 
cretary, To this, both parties had their diſtinct mo- 
tives—Mr. Pitt thought that the D. of G. would be firm 
with him, on account of his ſecret indignation at former 
treatment—and the ** * knew, that no motive 
under Heaven could give ſteadineſs to a mind ſo flexible 
as his. To Lord St. Helen's, the reaſon of Mr. Pitt's 
preference was more curious—he had been educated in 
conſtitutional habits ; and of the two parties, he thought, 
with his uſual confidence, that he was the leſs crooked 


and inſincere. 


AN EPIT APH. 
TO THE MEMORY OF HUCH KELLY, 


BY CAPTAIN THOMPSON. 


Pavss, gentle paſſenger, a Word to 1b Wiſe * 


Life's but an Hour's Romance here genius lies! 


He thriv'd, as every Man of Reaſon thrives, 

And left a Wife—a very School for Wives. 

He without trite Falſe Delicacy ſhone, 

And dar'd to write ; nay, to defend the Throne, 


* Alluding to his different dramatic compoſitions.” = 
% The 
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The Muſes found him meek, untaught, and mild, 
Confirm'd their choice, and nurs*d the favourite child. 


Eaſe and goodnature were his ſocial friends; 
With all this worth—here human glory ends! 


L I $ 


Mritien on a pedeflal which ſupported the fatue of M 1— 
NERVA in a Gentleman 's garden at Parſon's Green) by 
a Lady who had decorated it with flowers on the day ap- 


pointed for returning God thanks for the peace made by 
Lor d — 


| WHILE venal ſenates, ſacred rights prophane, 
And in God's temple praiſe th' ambitious Thane ; * 
While + ſainted roof corruption's enſign waves, 
And faſt and pray*r, but marks out fools and knaves, 
While their pure worſhip fhall at court find grace, 
The fool a peerage, and the knave a place; 

Ah! turn my Muſe from all the ſelfiſh train, 

From all the dull, the venal, and the vain ; 

O come! O ſmile ! whilſt T a wreath entwine, 

And fondly dedicate to Fox this ſhrine, 


Meant not of Lord B. but his repreſentative. 


+ The flag on St. Margaret's church, which invites the pious of 
Stephens, to attend prayers there, or in the Houſe of Peers. 


At 
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At cheerful mofn—bright noon—or penſive eve; 
Thou, patriot, thou=-ſhalt here my vows receive 
Here the firſt tribute of the ſpring ſhall bloom, 
And here thy genius cheer ſtern winter's gloom : 
What tho? theſe roſes ſeek their native earth, 
(Emblems of envy pining at thy worth) 
What tho? theſe jaſmines, fair and frail, ſhall fadey 
And cutting winds deſtroy the lime's gay ſhade ; 


. f Thy virtues {till theſe laurels ſhall proclaim, 
y In verdure bright, and laſting as thy fame, 
— Nor thou, fair goddeſs, blame the fond deſign,; 
y For all ſhall Wi, praiſes, Ii hotigur's int. 
| AN ODE 
TO EIGHT CATS BELONGING TO ISRAEL MENDEZy 
A JEW. | 


SCENE, the Street. | 
The Ting, Midnight—the Poet at his Chamber Window. 


SINGERS of Iſrael, oh ye fingers ſweet! 
Who, with your gentle mouths from ear to ear, 
Pour forth rich ſymphonies from ſtreet to ſtreet, 
And to the ſleepleſs wretch the night endear. 
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Lo! in my ſhirt, on you theſe eyes I fix, 


: Admiring much the quaintneſs of your tricks; 
0 Your friſkings, crawlings, ſquawls, I much approve: 


At E 3 Your ' 


I 1 
Your ſpittings, pawings, high-rais'd rumps, 
Swell'd tails, and Merry-Andrew jumps, 
With the wild minſtrelſy of rapt'rous love. 


How ſweetly roll your gooſcb'rry eyes, 
As loud you tune your am'rous cries, 

And, loving, ſcratch each other black and blue ! 
No boys, in wantonneſs, now bang your backs; 
No curs, nor fiercer maſtiffs, tear your flax, 

But all the moon - light world ſeems made for you. 


Singers of Iſrael, you no parſons want 
To tie the matrimonial cord; 
You call the matrimonial ſervice cant. 
Like our firſt parents take each other's word: 
On no one ceremony pleas'd to fix 
To jump not even o'er two ſticks. 


You want no furniture, alas! 
Spit, ſpoon, diſh, frying-pan, or ladle ; 
No iron, pewter, copper, tin, or braſs ; 
Nor nurſes, wet or dry, nor cradle, 
Which cuſtom, for our Chriſtian babes, enjoins, 
To rock the ſtaring offspring of your loins. 


Nor of the lawyers you have need, Ns 
Ye males, before you ſeek your bed, 


To ſettle pin-moncy on Madam : 
| No 
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Ro fears of cuckoldom, heav'n bleſs ye, 


Are ever harbour'd to diſtreſs ye, 
Tormenting people ſince the days of Adam. 


No ſchools you want for fine behaving, 
No powdering, painting, waſhing, ſheving, 
No night-caps ſnug—no trouble in undreſſing, 
Before you ſeek your ſtrawy neſt, 
Pleas'd in each other's arms to reſt, 
To feaſt on love, Heay'n's greateſt bleſſing, - * 


Good Gods! ye ſweet love-chanting rams! 
How nimble are you with your hams 
To mount a houſe, to ſcale a chimney-top ; , 
And, peeping down the chimney's hole, 
Pour in a tuneful cry, th' empaſſion'd foul, 
Inviting Miſs Grimalkin to come up. i 


Who, ſweet obliging female, far from coy, 
Anſwers your invitation note with joy, 
And ſcorning 'midſt the aſhes more to mope; 
Lo! borne. on Love's all-daring wing, 
She mounteth with a pickle-herring ſpring, 
Without th? aſſiſtance of a rope. 


Dear mouſing tribe, my limbs are waxing cold. . 
Singers of Iſrael ſweet, adieu, adieu! 

I do ſuppoſe you need not now be told, 

How much I wiſh that I was one of you. 


E 4 


80 J 


The following Sox Gs ſung in HARLEGYHIN For v- 
NATUS, are ſaid to be written by R. B. SHERIDAN, 
Eſq, | | | 


SONG, Mr. BAN RIS TER. 


VW HEN tis night, and the mid-watch is come, 
And chilling miſts hang o'er the darken'd main, 
Then ſailors think of their far diſtant home, 
And of thoſe friends they ne'er may fee again. 
But when the fight's begun, 
Each ſerving at his gun, 
Should any thought of them come o'er our mind, . 
We think but ſhould the day be won, — 4 
How *twill cheer their hearts to hear, | 
That tfeir old companion he was one. 


i — 
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Or, my lad, if you a miſtreſs kind 
Have left on ſhore, ſome pretty girl and true, 
Who many a night doth liſten to the wind, 
And ſighs to think how it may fare with you ; ; 
O! when the fight's begun, 
Each ſerving at his gun, 
Should any thought of her come o'er your mind, 
Think only, ſhould the day be won, 
How e'twill cheer her heart to hear 
That her own true love was one. 


SONG, 
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SONG, Mr. VERNON» 


CHEERLY my heart, of courage true, 
The hour's at hand to try your worth, 
A glorious peril waits for you, 
And valour pants to lead you forth: 
Mark where the enemy's colours fly, boys, 
There ſome muſt conquer, ſome muſt die, boys; 
But that appals not you nor me, 
For our watch-word i ſhall be, 


Britain ſtrike home! revenge your country's wrong ! 


When rolling miſts their march ſhall hide, 


At dead of night a choſen band, 
Liſt'ning to the daſhing tide, 

With ſilent ſtep ſhall print the ſand: 
Then where the Spaniſh colours fly, boys ; 
We'll ſcale the walls, or bravely die, boys ;- 

For we are Britons bold and free, 

And our watch-word it fhall be, 

Britain ſtrike hotne !. &c. 


The cruel Spaniard then too late, 
Diſtnay'd, ſhall mourn the avenging blow, 
Yet vanquiſh'd meet the milder fate, 
Which mercy grants a fallen toe, 
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Thus ſhall the Britiſh banners fly, boys, 

On yon proud turrets rais'd on high, boys, 
And while the gallant flag we ſee, 
We'll ſwear the watch-word till ſhall be, 


Britain ftrike home ! &. 


To MAJOR CAULFIELD, 


ON SEEING HIM WITH HIS PARTY MAKING THE ROADS 
OF COMMUNICATION, IN THE HIGHLANDS OF 3COTs 
LAND. | N 

BY W. s. or CORIARIG, JUNE 1731. 


WMV fo much labour and expence, I wonder, 
To move ſuch ſtones and blow ſuch rocks aſunder ? 


Lou that have drank, Sir, at the Muſe's fountain, 


Though you want faith, with eaſe may move a monntain. 


Sweet as Amphion, Orpheus, or Apollo, 
March on and fing—the rocks will dance and follow. 


EXTEMPORE, 


ON LADY BUCKINGHAM's SITTING IN THE YACH1'sS 
BOAT IN THE BEECH: OF THE RIVER DEE. 


BY- SIR ALEXANDER SCHOMBERG. 
OF his Queen and her barge let Mark Antony boaſt, 
This boat ſhall be ſacred to me; 
Such radiance bright Caroline ſheds on this coaſt, 
That Cydnus muſt yield to the Dee. 
10 
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TO Moxs. ROUSSEAU, ON HIS BOOK AGAINST THE 
STAGE, 


BY RICHARD BERENGER;. ESG. 


K NOW'ST thou ne. actors crown'd with juſt applauſe, 
Whoſe worth could ſpeak. and vindicate their cauſe; 
Blameleſs their manners, as their genius bright, 
While each on each reflects a fairer light: 

That thus indignant flames thy cynic rage, 

And all thy thunder menaces the SracE? 

O would thy fortune more propitious ſmile, 

And give thee, Rouſſeau, in our Britain's iſle, 

To ſee her Garrick grace the ſwelling ſcene, 
Charm'd thou wouldſt fit and hear away thy fpleen ; 
Bleſt with each talent that the /e admire, 

Bleſt with-each virtue that the good require. 

His pow'rs would ſtrike thee wonder wounded mute, 
And all thy calumny his 1;7e confute ; 

No more againſt his art thy zeal 3 glow, 

But thou return a friend, who cam'ſt a fee. 
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A full aud true Account of the dreadful and melancholy 
EARTHQUAKE, which happened between twelve and one 
Clocł in the Morning, on Thurſday the th of April, 
1750, with an era Lift of ſuch Perſons as have 
hitherto been found in the Rnbbiſh. In a Letter from a 


Gentleman in Town, to his Friend in the Country. 


SIR, 


IN obedience to the commands you left me, when you 
went out of town, that if any thing ſhould happen on 
April the 5th, as you fully expected, and, as the event 
has proved, with too much reaſon, I fhould write you an 
account of it; I have made it my bufineſs to learn as 
many particulars attending this dreadful cataſtrophe, as 
the ſhortneſs of the time, and the confuſion we are all 
in, would admit of. I believe I need not trouble you 
with an account of the general effects of this calamity, 
which, no doubt, you will receive from other hands; J 
ſhall only pick out ſuch circumſtances, as I think likely 
to eſcape others, who may not have had an opportunity 


of making ſo nice an inquiry as myſelf. 


* This and the following. Jeu d'Eſprit were publiſhed immediate] 7 
after the falſe alarm cf the earthquake, by the Life-guardman in 1750. 
They were at the time of their publication generally aſcribed to Paul 


Whiteh:ad, Eſq. 
255 I ſhall 


V 
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I ſhall begin, therefore, by telling you, that the alarm 
the town had been in ever ſince the firſt and ſecond ſhock, 
was conſiderably increaſed on the firſt Sunday of the 
preſent month, by its being obſerved, that ſeveral offi- 
cers had received the ſacrament that day ; and though it 


was afterwards affirmed, and the town was pretty well 


convinced, it was in order only to qualify themſelves 
upon the laſt promotion, yet, fuch is the effect of 
fear, that its firſt impreffions could never be rightly got 
over. | 


I take for granted, you know the time the late ſhock 
began at, and how long it laſted, therefore ſhall omit the 
relation of it. | | 


The very firſt man that was ſunk in the earthquake, 
was the Biſhop of London: it ſeems he might have eſ- 
caped, but his zeal was ſo great in diſtributing copies of 
his letter, which, good man, as the time drew near, he 
gave away in bundles, thirteen to the dozen, to any 
body that would accept of them, that he took no man- 
ner of heed to his ſteps, and fo entirely loſt himſelf, 


The Duke of Newcaſtle was the next that was overs 
whelmed : the place he was loſt in is eaſily known by 
the number of papers, and quantities of red tape, that 
are ſtill ſcattered about it. He appears to have been 
very buſy in digging under ground, as much as he 

could, 
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ould, but to have been able to make but little way. 
Mr. Stone had but juſt time to wrap himſelf up in his 
calico night-gown, but having entirely forgot the ſteps 
he went up, was obliged to remain where he was : as it 
is a very high place, many are impatient to ſee him come 
down. ; | 


I know you will be ſorry for poor L—y C—, and 
Mr. P=— ; they were found buried under vaſt heaps of 
dirt, which, by the poſture they are yet in, they ſeem 
rather to have drawn towards themſelves, than to have 
ſhov'd from them, as they ought. 


As to my Lord Cheſterfield, there is no getting at 
him yet, the weight of other people's houſes that have 
fallen upon him being immenſe ; however, it is hoped, 
it may be removed in time. One of his ſons was ſwal- 
lowed up in the Ducheſs of Kendal's houſe in St. 
James's Square, but they are not yet able. to find in 
which part of it he 1s. 


It is reported the confuſion was very great in Blbomſ- 
bury Square; however, Mr. Butcher was directed to 
, anſwer, in his own name, all the letters received from 
foreign princes, by the laſt mail; though it is ſaid, on 
the other hand, that ſo far from any appearance. of fear 
there, the company ſtuck to the pharaoh-table, during 

the 


TH 
the whole time, with a conſtancy quite heroic ; only, 
indeed, that night, they played ready money. 


Little Miſs Aſh is about town again as much as ever 


though what hole ſhe went in at, and came out of, no- 
body knows. | 


BY certain pretty Lady you know, remarkable for her 
zeal laſt Weſtminſter election, was taken near the Huſ- 
tings, Covent Garden: ſhe attempted to cry out, as ſhe 


went down, Oh, my country! but her mouth was ſtopp'd : 


before ſhe could pronounce the whole ſentence. Several 


ladies that had been playing at brag, were found with the 
naturals'1 in their hands. 


Some people were ſo lucky as to find a way under 
ground, from the city, and roſe directly in the Houſe of 


Lords, where they ſeemed to like this change better 
| than their old one. 


Lady Vane, who did not lie at home that night, 
knew nothing of the matter *till ſhe got up: ſhe ſays, 
ſhe felt a great ſhaking, 125 did not take it to be an 
earthquake. 


oy 4 


Lady Anſon was a good deal frightened, but not 


hurt, by the fall of the teſter of her bed; it ſeems the 
uphoiſterers had forgotten to faſten it, but by a very 
ſlight 
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Might pack-thread, ſo that the leaſt motion it had been 


put in muſt have brought it down long ago. 


The goodneſs of the preſent glorious Miniſtry upon this 
occaſion can never be ſufficiently commemorated: :: they 
were all the time picking all ſorts of people out of the 
dirt, and leading them into the Court at St. James's, for 
which uſe they had forcibly ſet open the great gates, in 
ſpight of thoſe within, who deſigned to have kept the 
place clear for perſons of figure ; though ſome people 


have the ill nature to aſcribe to the hurry of fear, that 
the day before this accident a very great man diſpoſed of 
a place of cool. per annum, in favour of a gentleman of 


great worth, and greatly recommended, even though 
his own footman had aſked it. 


The free independent electors met extraordinary that 
night, to drink ſucceſs to earthquake the third; when 


Sir George Vandeput affured the company, that he 


would to the utmoſt of his power, and as far as in him 


tay, promote any future earthquake, which he looked 
upon to be the natural conſtitution of the land, and the 
only means of ſettling things, and produced à letter 


from Admiral Vernon, which aſſured them of the ſame 
on his part. 


Mr. Whiſton, the aſtronomer, on the firſt les | 


of the trembling, ſet out on foot for Dover, on his way 


to 


e 
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to Jeruſalem, where he has made an appointment to 


meet the Millennium: it is thought, if he makes tole- 
rable haſte, he will arrive there firſt. ; 


I have been told, but I won't anſwer for the truth of 
it, that Sir John Barnard has propoſed to the Parlia- 
ment, a tax upon fear and folly, to be levied on thoſe 


that have tranſported themſelves out of the reach of an 
earthquake. 5 | 


The Prince of Wales behayed upon this occaſion, 
with that humanity and generofity, which conſtantly at- 
tend on all his actions; the firſt of which diſtinguiſhes 
him as much from the reſt of princes, as the latter does 
from the reſt of men: he was ſeen to weep during the 
whole time of the confuſion, though he could help but 
little, otherwiſe than by conſtantly warning thoſe he ſaw 
in danger, There's a hole, you'll tumble into it! That 
houſe will fall upon your head ! But, by a ſtrange ſtupi - 
dity, people kept prefling on, in the ſame direction they 
ſet out, till they all ſunk together, 


This, Sir, is all I have hitherto been able to pick up, 
of what has happened in this horrible ſubverſion of things. 
I don't doubt, but a little more time will furniſh mate» 
rjals for many more, and much longer letters of the 
ſame ſort ; as every moment, the more rubbiſh Is re- 

moved, 
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moved, and the deeper they go into it, the more perſons 
of diſtinction are found at the bottom of it. lam, 


STK; 


Your moſt obedient ſervant, 

P. D. 
| London, 
April the 5th, 


A ſecond Letter from a Gentleman in Town, to his Friend 
in the Country, on Account of the late dreadful Earth. 
quake ; containing a Lift of ſeveral more Perſons that- 
baue been fince found in the Rubbiſh, 


SIR, 


A S your laſt letter ſhews you more defirous of 
knowing the calamities and behaviour of this wicked 
town upon the late earthquake, I mall furniſh you with 


as many particulars as I can. 


All ſorts of people a are ſtill very hard at work in digging 

away the rubbiſh, and ſaving the lives of their fellow 
creatures, though we are ſure there are many . who, 
though not as yet quite dug out, are in no danger of 
dying, for the workmen have got near enough to over- 
hear ſome of their converſation. 
| $ ; By 
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By the load of ruins that incumbered it, it was 
ſoon diſcovered where White's chocolate houſe was 
ſwallowed up: it was got very low, but as a great num- 
ber of perſons of the firſt rank were known to be in it 
that night, their tradeſinen have been very aſſiduous in 


coming at them, and after having gone through much 


dirt, are near enough to hear their talk: it ſeems the 


betts run very high, as to whoſe creditors will lay hold 


of him firſt, 


Mr. Taafe offered an even wager that they were all 
going to hell, but no one would take it up, ſince which, 


by giving great odds, he has induced ſeveral unwary 


perſons to bett with him: as the workmen are now heard 
over their heads, he wants to hedge off; but they being 
reſolved to take in the knowing one, he will be obliged 
to ſtand to his betts, ſo that it is — unleſs * 


goes to hell, he muſt be ruin'd, 


The town received ſome comfort upon hearing that 


the inns of court were all ſunk, and ſeveral orders were 


given that no one ſhould aſſiſt in bringing any one law» 


yer above ground; but to the great concern of all well» 


wiſhers to their country, they began to ſwarm as uſual, 


and: upon inquiry, it ſeems, they have found holes to 


ee 
People 
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People make their way with great eaſe every day out 
of the Cocoa tree, it being a rule there never to ſtay for 
their friends: the reaſon I am told is, the earth is not 
quite cloſed again at that place, but there is ſtill a kind of 
chaſm near four foot and a half wide, through which 
ſeveral perſons daily climb up into the world again with- 
out help or difficulty. Laſt night advice came by one 
of the aſcendants that he ſaw poor Sir John Hynde 
Cotton wedged in between the two ſides in ſuch a manner, 
that it entirely hindered them from joining, though he 
himſelf could not ſtir, or had the leaſt hopes of riſing ; 
he is at preſent alive, though ſomewhat waſted for want 
of ſuſtenance, but reſolutely declares he is "oy to 


Rand i in any gap to > fave his friends. 


The High Bailiff and ſeveral of the Duke of Bedford's 
friends are clearing away much dirt to come at Lord 
Trentham in order to return him. This is complained 
of by Sir George Vandeput's committee, and they im- 
mediately:; diſpatched a meſſenger to Counſellor Crowl, 
to argue againſt this partiality, but the Counſellor was 
gone into the city to make inquiry after Mr. Webb, leſt, 


as he ſaid, that ſcoundrel ſhould have taken advantage 


of the earthquake to avoid the intended duel, but ſo- 


lemnly avers if the raſcal is above ground he will cut 


his throat. ü 
| Yeſterday 


0 L 1 

Yeſterday the Speaker of the Houſe of Commons was 
dug out with the mace in his hands. It ſeems though he 
did not abſolutely believe the life-guard-man, yet upon 
conſulting with ſome of the old members, he came to a 
reſolution of being prepared for the ſhock, and of re- 
ceiving it with that dignity which became his office ; he 
therefore went out of his houſe attended by his proper 
officers (except the chaplain, who had made the beſt of 


his way into the country) and went down with great ſo- 


lemnity ; but the earth clofing too ſoon, lopp'd off his 
train and train-bearer, which put the cavalcade into 
fome confuſion. Soon after the earth cloſed, that up- 
right man, Mr. ——, the mace-bearer, died of the 
fright, but the Speaker ſecured the mace for the honour 
of the Houſe, and brought it up before himſelf. 


Poor L. Cm, *tis much feared, is quite loſt ; juſt 
before his exit he wiſhed with great vehemence he had 


accepted L. H=—y's challenge, and defired nothing 
better than to meet him under ground. 


Sir Miles Stapleton was ill in bed, and, indeed, eſcap'd 
being ſwallowed up, but was very much hurt by the ac- 
cident ; for though he had the aſſiſtance of all his York- 
ſhire friends to keep him on his right fide, which was 
preſcribed him for the benefit of his conſtitution, and 
which he ſolemnly promiſed to do, he was in an inſtant 
ſhook over to the other; his friends, however, infiſt upon 

3 it 
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it he was by their aſſiſtance ſtrong enough to ſtand the 


earthquake itſelt, but that my Lady, for purpoſes beſt 
known to herſelf, bad a hand in turning him. 


The two Mr. Delavals went down in their wedding 
ſuits, leſt they ſhould never have an opportunity of 
wearing them again : they were more than once in 
very great danger, but were extricated by their friend 
Mr. Foote, and are again about town, cloaths and all. 
Lady Naſlau has not been ſeen in a public place ſince; 
whether ſhe went under ground with her huſband, and 
ts unluckily left behind, or not, no bedy knows, but 
at leaſt tis hoped not, on account of her jointure ; ſome 
ſhrewd people pretend to * they know by whom 
ſhe is taken off, 


IL. r was one of the unfortunate perſons ſwal- 
lowed up in White's ; juſt before the calamity, he ſent 
home for the key of a certain room, with a meſſage, 
that in cafe he never came back again, the porter, at the 
peril of his place, ſhould take care of his Pr—r, 


Several bodies are ſearched for and hourly taken out 
of the rubbiſh, though known to be dead; this is car- 
ried on at the expence of the Undertakers company, in 
order to encourage a decency of funerals, and to hinder 
people being buried 1 in linen, contrary to the act of Par- 


Lament. 
A very 


ground: they have found the famous Dr. L—, tho? 


13 
A very odd diſpute happened yeſterday; it was diſ- 
covered where a certain great man ſunk. down (whoſe 


eſtate had been ſettled upon himſelf for his life, and the 


reverſion upon his fon.) L. Mt, from a compaſſion 
natural to his Lordſhip, and likewiſe becauſe he had 


bought his whole eſtate for life, bad employed ſeveral 


ſkilful men to clear away the dirt, and endeavour ta 


| fave him. This was ſtrongly oppoſed by an old uſurer 


of the city, who had bought the reverſion of the ſame 
eſtate from the ſon, and which would commence upon 
the father's death : many blows enſued, and much blood 
was ſhed; at length the noble Lord left the field, and 
the body was no longer ſought after. It ſeems his Lord- 
ſhip, during the conflict, had ſent to take opinfbn of 
counſel, who were pleaſed to conceive, that the title of 
his Lordſhip's antagoniſt could not commence till it was 
actually proved the tenant for life was dead, which, if 
matters were managed right, might be difficult to do; 
that being dead, and being under ground, were diſtinct 


things, and it was adviſeable for his Lordſhip to ſtay till 


the body was actually rotten, for then no body would 
ſwear to the identity of the perfon, and ſo, for what ap- 
peared to the court, the man might be ſtill alive. 


You will be aſtoniſhed, perhaps, when I tell you 


ſeveral perſons, who might be brought into the world 
again, are ſo infatuated as ſtill to continue under 


he 


* 
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he was got moſt ſurpriſingly deep, has made really a 
moſt amazing collection of minerals and other curioſities 
from the earth which ſurrounded him, which, by their 
feel, he pronounces to be very uſeful to mankind : he 
begs his friends, inſtead of taking him up, will furniſh 
him with a crucible and other materials for experi- 
ments, and has ſent up a meſſage to the Royal Society, 
that he doubts not but to produce them an infallible 
remedy which ſhall prevent earthquakes for the fu- 
ture, 


Several old rakes and batter*d beaus refuſe to come to 
light again, but ſtay below to look for their eſtates, 
which, it ſeems, were ſwallowed up long ago. 


Several members having been frequently told that the 
third earthquake might be a diffolution, have under- 
ſtood it to be a diſſolution of Parliament, and therefore 
wiſely keep out of ſight till they are aſſured their * 
** continues. 


At the Bedford Head a whole club was ſwallowed uß 


together, and in high ſpirits ; but as the communication 
to the cellar was left open, they refuſe the aſſiſtance of 


their friends till the toaſt has gone quite round, 


Several whiſt parties were dug out before the rubbers 
were finiſhed, and many diſputes have arofe upon the 


occaſion ; at one table the dealer, on account of the 
ſudden 


| 
4 
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ſudden motion of the earthquake, turned up a card in 
dealing, which L——y A F having a bad hand 


took advantage of, and as ſhe went down inſiſted upon 
its being a loſt deal, 


You muſt undoubtedly have heard, that upon this 
melancholy occaſion, the earth opened in different places, 
and ſeveral were loſt by taking too much pains to ſave 
themſelves. There was a very wide breach in the 
ground between St. James's and Leiceſter Houſe, As 
the breach widened, ſome were ſo infatuated, as ta 
think one fide ſafer than t'other, and very raſhly at- 
tempted to jump over. Lord Egmont went over ſafe, 
Lord Robert Sutton, being well mounted upon a horſe 
given him by his Majeſty, took the leap with ſurpriſing 
agility. Sir Ch— H— made nothing of it. Mr. Do- 
dington being aſleep, was carried over by his friends, 
but when he waked, he was far from being ſatisfied ; for 


though he has in his time walked backward and forward- 


very often, he was puzzled which fide to continue of. 
"Tis imagined he may walk in his ſleep and attempt a 
return, and therefore orders are given to have him 


watched narrowly, and the care of him given to one of 
the maids of honour. Poor Lord Bath did not know - 


which way to go, or what to do, and therefore, as he hag 
not been heard of this long time, it is very much feared, 


he is loſt. Several waited too long on one fide to get 


cleverly to the other, and therefore went down never ta 
Vol. IV. F | riſe 
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riſe again. Mr. Lyttelton and Mr. Pitt ſaw this event 
long ago, and knowing how crowded one fide would be, 
were reſolved to ſecure to themſelves places on the 
other, which they, being both remarkably thin, hap- 
pily accompliſhed, but not without a 2 deal of 
1 


You will wonder, perhaps, when I tell you I am 
going to ſpeak at one and the ſame time of thoſe old 
friends L. L——d, L. Gower, WII In, and 
Sir Walter Bagot ; don't be ſurprized, *tis only to ac- 
quaint you they were all dug out by the widows and fa- 
therleſs, 


Brown Willis was dug out by order of. the antiqua- 
rians ; what he diſcovered when he was below, no body 
knows as yet, but certain it is, he has found out ſome- 
thing remarkable, and is gone down again of his own 
accord to take a farther account of it. Had he been 
dead, they had given orders for his being ſtufft and 
hung up. 


Broughton the bruiſer was dug out by Buckhorſe and 
the Iriſh boy, at the requeſt of ſeveral perſons of 
quality, who had laid great odds on his head againſt 
Slack for the enſuing Wedneſday; he too wiſhes he 


could ſee his way back again, having rather be there 
| than 


een 
and 


and 
; of 
ainſt 
s he 
here 
than 
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than here; but to his great misfortune Maſter Slack has 


darken'd his day- lights. 


Mr. Sheriff Janſſen prudently kept out of the way, 
got into the country, not from any fear of death, but 
becauſe he had twe engagements upon his hands of 
great importance, and where his preſence might be 
requiſite ; the one was to attend the next jubilce ball, in 
favour of the black act, the other was to be preſent at the 
execution of one of his own officers, John Thrift, alias. 
Ketch, Eſq. who, *tis imagined, will finiſh his well- 
ſpent life in a few days at Tyburn. 


Men of all ranks made the beſt of their way to Hatton 
Garden, and, inſpired with the notions of virtue and 
beauty, worked inceſſantly to come at that angel Miſs 
— C——n. Two or three pretty men, more aſſi- 
duous than the reſt, ſeemed to expreſs a ſatisfaction in 


finding that little Mr. B 


aſſiſtance, and made very proper reflections u pon the 
occaſion. They ſoon came to her father and mother, 
from whence it was well known the young lady could 
not be far off; ſhe, indeed, was cloſe behind, and by 
her father's order, had juſt given her hand to the. 
aforeſaid Mr. B—, who was of the party when they 
went down, having ſpent the evening with them the 


ni git before, 


F 2 
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r was not there to give his 


We 
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We good people of London make advantages of every 
thing, and you little gueſs what great and glorious uſes 
are made of this direful accident. If a lady has been 
forced to ſacriſice a diamond ear- ring to the bad run of a 
brag- table, her huſband was informed *twas ſhook out 
of her ear by the earthquake, and loſt in the rubbiſh. 
A gentleman gets a reſpite from his creditor, by ſaying 
his caſh is ſunk by the earthquake. If a nobleman can't 
afford the expences of London, the family are packed 
out of town on account of my Lady's apprehenſions 
from the earthquake. Mr. Gideon in the city threatens 
his brethren with another earthquake, and calls it a 
proper viſitation for not ſubſcribing in their four per 
cents faſt enough. And the commiſſioners of Weſt- 
minſter bridge have ordered this calamity to be entered 
in their books, as a -glorious excuſe for the next fink- 
ing pier. Numbers of people do now get their daily 
bread by earthquakes ; the clergy preach upon them, 
authors ſcribble upon them, bookſellers live upon them, 
Mr. King the conjuror ſhews them every morning upon 
a table, and we Hear Mr. Rich will ſoon introduce them 
at his play-houſe, by way of a pantomime. The Mid- 
dleſex juſtices, who have been aſleep theſe many years, 
are now bapyily rouſed from their lethargy, and from a 
ſtate of blindneſs are become fo clear-fighted as to ſee 
more than any body elſe; they diſcover all ſorts of 
wickedneſs and debauchery in a maſquerade, which has 


hitherto paſſed quite unobſerved by them, and to ſhew 
their 


E 


their good intentions, have laid out ſome ſhillings in ad- 
vertiſing their advice to the youth of both ſexes not to 
frequent them: however, leſt they ſhould too much 
injure their friends, the proprietors of Ranelagh, they 
thought proper to keep their advice a ſecret till the day 
before the maſquerade, that the tickets might be all 


diſpoſed of, before the young people knew it would be 
improper to uſe them, 


If any other people or things come to light worthy 
of your notice, you ſhall hear farther from me, wha 


am, 


SIR, 


Your very humble ſervant. 
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TO THE EDITOR. 
81 R, 
As the winter is approaching, your literary readers 
| who, I underſtand, are numerous) will be curious 
to know what Publications are ready to come forth for 
their amuſement and information, I am happy in the 
opportunity of obliging them, and in conſequence 
you, Mr. Editor, by an authentic liſt of this kind, 
to which I doubt not you will afford an inſertion. 
Now. 13, 1792. 


CATALOGUE OF WORKS IN THE PRESS, AND SHORTLY 
TO BE PUBLISHED, 


TRE Literary Hiſtory of the Univerſity of Oxford 
and Cambridge for the laſt thirty years. Two pocket 


wolumes. 


A Grammatical Diſſertation on the Verb To Reform, 
ſhewing that it has properly no preſent tenſe. By the 
Principal of Brazen Noſe Coll. Oxon. 1 


An additional Canto to the late King of Pruſſia's 
Poem on the Art of War, containing the Practice of 
Retreating; with a Digreſſion on Proclamations, By 
his Serene Highneſs the Duke of Brunſwick, 


Pro- 


t ] 


Propoſals for a general Confederacy of Princes, No- 
bles, and Clergy, in oppoſition to the principles of the 
deteſtable French Revolution. Inſcribed (by permiſſion) 
to his Holineſs the Pope, and her Imperial Majeſty of 


Ruſſia. By the Right Hou. Edm. Burke, 


The Expediency of an Union between the Engliſh 
and Gallican Churches again conſidered, By an Ami- 
grants | 


Tua res agitur, paries cum proximus ardet. 


Short Work with the Diſſenters. A new Edition, 
printed at Birmingham, with a prefatory Addreſs to Dr. 
Madan and the Rev. Mr. Curtis. 


Letters from a Welch Curate to the Biſhop of Dur- 
ham, on the ſubject of Equalization. | 


Boſwell's Memorabilia; or Converſation Anecdotes of 
all the diſtinguiſhed Characters in Great Britain during 
the reign of his preſent Majeſty, Ten vols. quarto. 


Additions to the Life of Dr. Johnſon, containing an 
exact Copy of his Acconnt Book, and triennial Inven- 
tories of his Wardrobe, collated with his Taylor's, Bar- 
ber's, and Laundreſs's Bills: together with Memoranda 
of Mrs. Williams and Mr. Levett. By the ſame Author. 
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Epitaphiologia Anglica; or, An accurate Tranſcript 
of all the Epitaphs in every conſecrated Church and 
Chapel thronghout England and Wales, No. I. 4to. to 
be continued monthly. By Richard Gough, F. R. S. and 
F. A. S. 


Sentimental Effuſions, in a Series of Eulogiac Son- 
nets. By Clementina Crimp, a Billing ſpate Fiſhwoman, 
Publiſhed by ſubſcription, To which will be added a co- 
pious Gloſſary of Modern or Bling /gate Grubs. 


Stolen Sweets, a Novel, in fix vols. By a Young 


Lady in a Boarding School, aged 16. 


THE FOLLOWING CAPITAL WORKS ARE EXPECTED 
FROM EDINBURGH. 


The Hiſtory cf the Republic of St. Marino, in 3 


wols. 410, 


A new Theory of the Pleaſures derived from the fine 
Arts. Two wols. 4to. 


Philoſophical Illuſtrations of the Characters in the 


Gentle Shepherd, 470. 


Metaphy fical Inquiries into the thinking Principle of 
the Ourang Outang. By Lord M—b—d9o. 


On the Principles of Melody in Verſification; illuſ- 


trated by Examples from Erſe _ By Profeſſor 


Mac Lachlin. 
T © 


1 


To Taz DUCHESS os RUTLAND. 


I. 


Love ne'er within that heart expires, 
Where once he held a favour'd ſeat, 


1 And though diſtreſs may damp his fires, 

n. 8 His pinion fans the lurking heat! 4 

O- . 

O Rutland! in thy lovely breaſt © 

'S The phœnix- god muſt reign anew ; a 

And foſter'd in that ſpicy neſt, 3t 

Can timid doubts his pow'r ſubdue ? K 

"od 4 

His empire then no more defy, 4 

3 Since deſtiny 1s fix'd above; 0 

Nor let the minutes idly fly, 4 

1C For Time has wings as well as Love! [1] 
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TRE DUCHESS or RUTLAND. 


ON READING SOME EXTRAVAGANT COMPLIMENTS IN 
POETRY ON HER GRACE, 


O FICTION ! rich in varied flowers, 
Collected in wild fairy bowers, 
Does Rutland claim thy ſkill ? b 
« Her lips are roſes!“ and her “ eyes 
% The 1:24 reſin'd by gems, —ſupplies!“ 
“ Her ſmile ſuperior ill !”? 


Ah Fiction !—take thy gifts away, 
Some other beauty to array ; 
By Rutland ill they're borne ;— 
The rainbow's hues, however bright, 
Impart no ſtrength to, day's beſt light 
—'The Truth will moſt adorn ! 


HESPER, | 


EPIGRAM., 


RETURNED WITH A MANUSCRIPT COMEDY TO THE 
AUTHOR, 


Your Comedy I've read—my friend, 
And like the half you pilfer'd—beſt! 
But ſure the Drama you might mend— 

Take courage man- and ſteal the ref ! 

x | HESPER. 
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VERSES 


By GEORGE KEATE, EsqQ. To CAPTAIN BLIGH, 


On reading his Narrative of the Mutiny on board the 
BounTY ; and of his Paſſage in an open Boat acroſs 
the PAcIFic OCEAN. 


THosE who their dubious tract thro? Oceans urge, 
And face the perils of the changeful main, 

Who brave the tempeſt's howl and foaming ſurge, 

(So flow'd Great Iſrael's harp in plaintive ſtrain.) 


Such, God of Nature! mark thy dread control, 
Curbing, or letting looſe, the warring wind, 
In terrors bid the waves licentious roll, 
Or in a calm their chryſtal ſurface bind — 


By turns anxiety, fear, hope, diſmay, 
The mariner's conflicting boſom rend, 
Whilſt dangers black with fate obſtruct his way, 
And half his wonted fortitude unbend ! 


Yet ſcenes far more ſevere may meet his eye, 
Scenes over which humanity muſt weep, 

When Mutiny, renouncing ev'ry tie, 
Makes man to man more hoſtile than the Deep. 
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With the fell ſpirit of the firſt-born wretch, 
Who *gainſt a brother rais'd his murd'rous hand, 
When Pow'r uſurp'd, its rebel arm dares ſtretch, 
'Th' unaided ruler can no more command. 


Then ev'ry chain of ſocial life is broke, 
Afloat each paſſion of the alien'd heart, 

E'en kindeſt deeds recall'd but more provoke, 
As more the traitor's pain'd by mem'ry's ſmart. 


Say, gallant Sailor! what were thy alarms, 
When round thy bed the ruffian band appear'd! 
Guilt in each look, binding thy captiv'd arms, 
And led by One thy foſt'ring hand had rear'd ? 


Then turn'd adrift upon the ruthleſs wave, 
Far, far remov'd from ev'ry friendly ſhore, 

To meet thro? ling' ring death a certain grave, 
Or combat horrors ſcarce conceiv'd before? 


Say, how remembrance pictur'd to thy view, 
Thoſe ties of love no diſtance can efface ! 
How to thy agonizing fancy drew 
Thy widow'd partner, and thy helpleſs race! 


No ſnift the thought—and rather fay what rays 
Of Hope ſhot round thee by a Hand Divine, 

Bade thee thy ſpirits midſt the ſtruggle raiſe, 

And whiſper'd preſervation might be thine ! 


And 
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And thine it at! beaming from thee to all 


The ſame bright hope their drooping ſtrength ſuſtain'd 


The ſuff' rings that oppreſs'd could not appal, 
And Timor's long-ſought coaſt at laſt was gain'd ? 


With what ſenſations did each heart then melt ! 
The paſt, as well as preſent, ſeem'd a dream, 

Thy mercies, PRovIDENCE ! fo ſtrongly felt, 
As muſt to life's laſt moment be their theme. 


No ſtranger thou to it for at Hs fide, 
Whoſe thirſt for glory prob*d the Southern Pole, 
Thy youth adventur'd, each diſtreſs defy'd, 
Prov'd on his banner thy own name t'enrol. 


O gallant Sailor! urge thy bold career, 
If the prophetic Muſe aright foreſee, 
'Thro? ſeas untry*d thou till thy courſe may'ſt ſteer, 
And what Cook was, hereafter Bligh may be. 


Where cannot Britain's dauntleſs ſails extend? 
Go ſearch out tracts and nations yet unknown 
Midſt her proud triumphs ſome freſh laurels blend, 

And with thy country's fame augment thine own. 


ak, 


aw; } 


JEUX D'ESPRIT. 
Lapy Ar. 


SAY not that this Lady's cheek 
Is leſs vermillion'd than the ſtreak 
That on the roſe- bud glows ; 
Reflecting that the bloom we ſee 
So {ſweetly come and go- may be 
The Tincture of the Roſe. 


Lo Rp D. 


He riſes at noon, and he waſhes his head, 


Eats his dinner at ſix, and at nine goes to bed. 


LoRD EX XXY NR, 


Made up bf impregnated powder and clay, 


And puſh'd, as hate made him, half. form'd, into day; 
Nature's journeyman ſure, when he made him, was drunk, 


The head is ſo poorly dowe-taiPd to the trunk; 


Or indeed, being perch'd ſo awry on the ſhoulder, 


It appears like a new one, cemented with ſolder. 


TUES- 


ä 
8 
X 


E 
- TUESDAY ArrRER DINNER, aT BATH; ok 
PIERPOINT STREET IN AN UPROAR. 
Occaſioned by a late IMprROMPTU. 


Now dinner is over, and Delia with wine 
Was exciting her cheeks to a fluſh of carmine; 


Thoſe features and cheeks that look rather alarming 


All day; but all night are quite roſy and charming! 

Yet think not 'tis © rouge, or the lady will faint, 

For a bottle of Port is her bottle of paint. 

With this old coſmetic the nymph was regaling, 

Which added at once to her beauty and railing— 

When a meek-manner'd inmate, whom virtues adorns 

Incautiouſly ſaid, —** In a paper this morn, 

“J have ſeen what I hear all the gentlemen ſwearing, 

« Is a wreath that you only are worthy of wearing,” 

+ Come, Madam, (quoth Delia) come, none of your 

jokes; . | | 

is you who are meant, Ma'am, and not other folks: 

“0 Tis you that taint belles with the tooth of a viper, 

« From a coronet down to the cap of a piper; 

« Who fib, rail, and nouriſh that ſlanderous itch : 

« *Tis you—you inveterate, ugly old witch!” 

To thicken the riot arch Colin aroſe, 

Affecting to check—while he urg'd her to blows ; 
| And 
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And meriting, met with a pond'rous ſlap, 
From the fingers that tore her antagoniſt's cap : 


Quoth he, ſo preciſe is the bard in his ſketch, 


„% That none can miſtake the original wretch : 

I'm ſorry the artiſt—this couſin of Pindar, 

&« Don't ſee her on blaze, like a mountain of tinder— 
t“ She's engrav'd as exact as the /eal of my watch— _ 
“ 'True Sulphur, by G—, and the Brimfone is Scotch !*? 


IMPROMPTU. 


On an unpretty, middle-aged, malevolent FEMALE, 
who lodges, feeds, and fibs, not a thouſand Miles from 
Pierpoint Street, Bath. | | 


Dui capit facit. 
Who takes it in an angry twitter, 
Points it herſelf, and makes it hit her. 


SECURE from ſcandal, Delia ſtill may rail, 
Invent the ſpiteful fib, the ſlanderous tale 
Paint, with the poiſon of a ſerpent's tooth, 
The fame of Beauty, and the bliſs of Youth : 
Safe from retort of belles, or youth, or men, 
Safe as a bloated ſpider in a den— 

To rail at Delia not a tongue will ſtir— 


For nought is ſcandal you can ſay of ber! 
ON 


1 


ON AN INFLAMMATION IN A LAD 's EYE. 


STELLA's black eyes, of brighteſt hue, 
Where'er they turn'd admirers drew; 
, Not powerful leſs than Cupid's darts, 
ä Her every glance pierc'd lovers? hearts; 
The only ſafety was to fly em, 
For all were ruin'd who came nigh em. 
Thoſe whom her eyes had wretched made 
At laſt applied to Jove for aid: 
% Oh Jove, in mercy to mankind, 
% Make Stella, fatal charmer, blind!“ 
% To make her blind,“ ſays he, © were hard, 
&« But be her eyes of power debarr'd, 
And let them feel in turn the fire, | 
„% With which they every breaſt inſpire.” 
But Cupid made no heart a prize, 
Depriv'd of aid from Stella's eyes, 
And pray'd to Jupiter once more, 
Their former brightneſs to reſtore. 


STANZAS 


[ i444 -3 


T Ä A 48 
TO A LADY. 


* You play the fool,” my Delia cries,--- 
Too well the charge I prove, 

To look on you, and to be wile, 
Were ſacrilege to love. 


Then ceaſe, my fair, by wiſdom's rules 
To check a lover's fire, 

Ah, rather chooſe the bliſs of fools, 
And ſhare what you inſpire. 


And what is wiſdom but a name, 
A phantom at the beſt, 

How dearly purchaſed all its fame, 
If we muſt live unbleſt ? 


Let envious worldlings blame our joy, 
In them the folly lies, 

Let us in love our hours employ— 
The truly bleſt are wiſe. 


TO A LADY WITH A FLOWER, 


COULD a fond Lover's wiſh command his doom, 
To be that envied flower I ſhould defire, 

How pleas'd on Delia's breaſt I then ſhould bloom, 
And, ah more bleſſed, on Delia's breaſt expire 


10 


I 
TO THE AUTHOR OF A DULL EPIGRAM. 


YouR Epigram, my friend, is out of joint. 
What wants it pray? Why, faith, it wants a point. 


THE BAR D. 
I, 


THOUGH humble, yet not mean, my lays 
Ne'er ſtoop to falſe or venal praiſe, 

To wealth unknown, I wealth diſdain, 

And give to worth my artleſs ſtrain : 

I fing the man, who's doom'ld to ſtray 

Unmark'd in life's ſequeſter'd way, 

Yet far above the vulgar throng 

Inſpir'd with love of arts, and pow'rs of ſacred ſong. 


0 II. 


His birth obſcure, no pomp of race, 
No wealth, nor ſplendid hopes ſhall grace, 
He'll ſpura the infant's glitt'ring toys, 
And ſhun the ſports of childiſh noiſe; 
But court alone the muſe's ſmile, 
While nature's charms his ſoul beguile ; 
And more than fortune's joys he'll prize 
The beauty of the fields, and brightneſs of the ſkies. 
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III. 
When Spring, returning to the earth, 
Gives ev*ry fruit and flow'ret birth, 
And, in new verdure cloath'd, the grove 
Again renews the ſong of love, 
Delighted, oft with eager feet, 
He'll hail each op'ning bloom and ſweet, 
With ſwelling heart the ſcene ſurvey, 
And pour, by nature fir'd, the ſoul-enchanting lay. 


IV. 

At Summer noon-tide from the heat 
He'll ſeek in groves a green retreat, 
And, poring on the babbling ſtream, 
Indulge ſome ſweet poetic dream. 
When Autumn crowns the varied year, 
And ſuns a milder radiance wear, 
He'll walk at cool of ſetting day, 
And gaze with wiſtful eye on the departing ray. 


V. 

When Winter o'er the dreary plains 
Confeſs'd in all its horrors reigns, 
When icy ſtreams forget to flow, 

And hills are hid beneath the ſnow, 
No proſpect ſeen around to riſe, 

But cheerleſs waſtes and cloudy ſkies, 
He'll ſympathize with nature's ſtate, 


And muſe in mournful ſtrains the wrecks of time and fate. 
VI. 


E 


VI. 
He nature loves in ev'ry form, 
Mike the ſunſhine and the ſtorm; 
Though pleas'd the murm'ring rill he view 
Through flow' ry meads its courſe purſue, 


Not leſs he hears the torrent's roar, 


Hoarſe daſhing on the ſounding ſhore, 
Nor brighteſt ſkies delight his ſoul 
More than when lightnings flaſh, and thunders rend the 


le. 
His is the boſom form'd to prove 


Exceſs of friendſhip and of love: 
His —ardour, that impetuous glows, 


And pity—his, that melting flows; 


No common feelings doom'd to ſhare, 

His joy 1s rapture, grief—deſpair : 

By joy exalted to the ſkies, 

But, ah! by grief depreſs'd, how low on earth he lies! 


VIII. 

And as each paſſion rules the hour, 
The willing muſe ſhall own its pow'r: 
Now he ſhall ſing in am'rous ſtrains 
The lover's joys, the lover's pains ; 
Now ſoothing pleaſure ſhall inſpire, 
Now ardent g'ory rouſe the lyre, 
Now fancy's ſprightly lays ſhall flow, 
Now melancholy's ſtrains move ſolemn, ſoft, and flow, 

IX, 
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He'll ſhun the buſy haunts of noiſe, 
And ſcorn the wealthy's ſordid joys; 
But chiefly in the rural cell, 
The muſe's haunt, he'll chuſe to dwell ; 
In nature's ſcenes he'll love to ſtray, 
And meditate the lonely lay : 
To worldly joy and care unknown, 
The muſe ſhall fill his . and mark him ag bi OWN. 


X. 

And though in life's ſequeſter*d way 
Unknown, unnotic'd he may ſtray, 
Or doom'd in his diſaſtrous ſtate 
To prove the ills of partial fate; 
Yet future times, to worth more juſt, 
Shall deck the tomb, and rear the buſt, 
Shall bid his mem'ry death defy, 

And give on wings of fame through evry age to 10 


TO A LADY IN A DECLINING STATE OF 
HEALTH. 


AH! where is fled each wonted charm, 
With life, with health, and vigour warm, 
The cheek of ſweetly mingled dye, 


The lively mien and cheerful eye, 
All, 


l 119 J 
All, all exchanged in youthful bloom 
For the pale livery of the tomb: 
Say, can a nymph ſo lovely ſhare, . 
Or hopeleſs grief or pining care, 
Or, long ere nature bid decay, 
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Death mark ſo fair a form its prey; 7 
Or, envious of thy worth, the ſkies 

Remove from earth ſo bright a prize? : a 
Eannot affection's prayers prevail, - 


3 

8 

REG 
5 


The ſighs of love that ſwell the gale, 
Virtues ſo dear from death to ſave, 
And ſnatch ſuch beauty from the grave? 5 
Oh! live to crown affection's 2 
And live to bleſs a lover's care; 
Who, bending now with anxious _ 
Where all his hopes and wiſhes lie, 

Vows ſtill with thee to ſhare an equal doom, 

Through life to love thee and divide thy tomb, 
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Iutroduced in the Proceſſion on laying the Foundation of 
a new College at Edinburgh, Nov. 16, 1789. 


TVN Ehe Conquering Hero. 


SEE he comes : his way prepare, * 
Rend with loud acclaims the air, 
Raiſe aloft the joyful lay, 
Loudly celebrate the day. 


Sprung from him + whoſe mental ray, 
The dawn of ſcience turn'd to day; 
See he comes, on every hand 
Encircled by the learned band. 


Tount=The Hero Comet. 
LONG, long, diſhonour of our Ifle, 
Neglected lay the Muſes pile; 


* The words of the ſongs were, at the requeit of ſeveral gentle- 
men, haſtily thrown together for the occaſion by the Rev. John 
Armftrong, M. A. at that time a ſtudent in the EEE of Edin- 


burgh. 


+ Napier of Merchiſton, (of whom the preſent Lord n who 


prefided at thc proceſſion as Grand Maſter Maſon of Scotland, is a 


Man. 


lineal deſcen ant the famous inventor of the Logarithms, who, by 
the elegant hiſtorian of England, is deſervedly tiled, a truly Great 


1 And 


| a= I 
Her fav*rite walls neglected lay, 
Rude, mean, and mould'ring to decay. 


He comes to pay the honourg due, 
To rear her ſacred pile anew, 

And bid the work aloft aſcend, 
Whoſe fame ſhall never, never end. 


Now, ſee him in the taſk engage, 
The glory of the preſent age, 
While, bending from the realm of day, 
The Sire ſhall pleas'd the Son ſurvey, 


Tuxt—Let ambition fire thy mind. 


Now, now, the glorious work's begun, 
That ſtill ſhall laſt while ages run, 
Whoſe fame ſhall ſpread thro? ev'ry clime, 
And know no end but that of time. 


Here Genius, from its ample ſtore, 
Improving what was known before, 
Shall add to Learning boundaries new, 
And bring each latent truth to view. 


Here uſeful ſcience, poliſh'd art, 

Shall each diſtinguiſh'd hold a part, 
And knowledge join, with taſte combin'd, 
At once t'impaove, adorn the mind. 
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TuxE— Britannia Rules the Wanes. 


THE Stone we've ſeen firſt plac'd by Napier's hand, 
Whoſe future pile aloft ſhall riſe, 

Whoſe fame ſhall ſpread through every diſtant land, 
And, rais'd by time, ſhall reach the ſkies. 


Here, here, to glory train'd, ſhall riſe a race, 
Their country's ornament and ſhield, 

Whoſe wiſdom ſhall Britannia's council grace, 
Whoſe arms ſhall guard her in the field. 


This day, long-wiſh'd, to celebrate we'll raiſe, 
li Triumphant raiſe a joyful ſtrain, 

| | This day, at laſt arriv'd, to future praiſe 

ll For ever ſacred ſhall remain. 


MILTON's 
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MILTONs GHOST. 
AN ELEGY., 


Written in the Year 1790, when a Report prevailed that 
the Grave of Milton had been diſcovered in Cripplegate 
Church yard, on which Occaſion the ſuppoſed Remains 
of this famous Poet were dug up, and ſuffered for ſome 
days to remain expoſed to public View. 


Twas night, and buried in profound repoſe, 
The numerous tribes of buſy mortals lay, 
My wakeful eyes alone forgot to cloſe, 

And thought ſucceeded to the cares of day: 
Till wearied nature ſunk at length to reſt, 

But Fancy hovering ſtill around my head; 


Fancy, the ſleepleſs tenant of the breaſt, 


Its airy viſions o'er my ſlumbers ſpread: 

When to my view a grizly form appears, 

Of mein majeſtic, but dejected hue, 
Reverend, ſunk deeply in the vale of years, 

The Father of the Engliſh Song I knew. 
Hail, cried I, Author of immortal lays— 

My Son, ſaid he, theſe titles now forbear, 
No time remains to waſte in uſeleſs praiſe, 

A different ſubje& now demands our care! 

Ge — Thou 


B 


Thou know'ſt, and oft haſt mourn'd how hard my lot, 
Of evil days and evil tongues the prey, * 
Diſhonour'd, unrewarded, and forgot, 
I ſunk the unheeded victim of decay. 
Obſcurely in a vault my corpſe was laid, 
Fenc'd by no ſhelter from the common doom, 
No voice of praiſe was heard to ſooth my ſhade, 
No pomp of funeral adorn'd my tomb: 
Yet faw I ſons their fathers faults diſclaim, 
The tribute long withheld of honour pay, 
My ſtrains victorious fill'd the voice of fame, 
Nor griev'd I though my corpſe unheeded lay. 
But, ah, how fhall I tell the dire diſgrace ! 
With hands profahe my tomb they now diſcloſe, 
My bones torn rudely from their grave deface, 
And rob my aſhes of their due repoſe ! 
Was it for this I toil'd in freedom's cauſe, 
With ceaſeleſs care the arduous labour ply'd, 
Dethroning tyrants, and afferting laws, 
Till light, alas, its friendly aid deny*d ? 
Was it for this, though quench'd my viſual ray, 
I woo'd the Muſe to build the lofty rhyme, 
To more than mortal themes attun'd my lay, 
And ſoar'd beyond the bounds of ſpace and time? 


* Milton in one of his works complains, that he had fallen upon 
& evil days and evil tongues,” 


Is 
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Is this the fame I hop'd from future days, 
Are theſe the mighty honours they beſtow— 
With ſacrilegious hands my corpſe to raiſe, 
My bones expoſe a mercenary ſhow ? 
To brand the wretches, who the dead invade, 
With ſhame and fell remorſe be thine the care; 
The cock was heard to crow—no more he ſaid, 
And the thin viſion vanquiſh'd into air. 


INVOCATION TO PRAISE. 


H AIL, meek-ey'd Patience, heavenly maid, 
But ſent to earth to mortals aid, 
To teach them to endure 
The many ills which wait below 
In cloſe ſucceſſion ſtill, and know 
From death alone a cure! 
Hail, Patience, and with thee Content, 
That ever pleas'd with bleſſings ſent, 
The woes of fate beguiles ; 
And Meekneſs too, with placid mien, 
With brow unalter*d and ſerene, . 
That e'en in ſorrow ſmiles ; 
And Fortitnde attend thy train, 
Superior to the ills of pain, 
That ſtill defies the ſtroke; 
And Reſignation too be there, 
In filence ſkill'd each ill to bear, 
And bow beneath the yoke ! 
G 3 


Be 


E 


Be theſe in every ſcene diſplay'd, i 
When fainting Nature calls for aid, 
And with them Hope be given, 
That through misfortunes darkeſt ſky 
Emits a beam to cheer the eye, 
And point the path to Heaven. 


ADDRESS TO THOMSON, THE AUTHOR OF THE SEASONE, 


WRITTEN AT RICHMOND, 


SWEET bard, whoſe lively pencil ſtole 
All nature's animated ſoul, 
Her varied ſemblance bade appear, 
And gave new beauties to the year : 
The chaſteſt tongue may own thy lines 
Where every charm of fancy ſhines, 
Nor will the feeling heart refuſe 
A tribute to thy plaintive muſe : 
Oft as the friend ſhall tarry here, 
He'll drop upon thy grave a tear, 
And while remembrance ſwells his breaſt, 
Bid ſoft thy gentle ſpirit reſt ! 


ELEGIAC 
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.-ELEGIAC VERSES ON THE DEATH OF MICHAEL 
BRUCE.“ 


- 


WHY uvainly bid the animated buſt, 
Why bid the monumentat pile to riſe, : 
Too often genius, doom'd by fate unjuſt, 
Unnotic'd lives, unwept, unhonour'd dies ! 
Too oft the poet in whoſe ſacred breaſt, 
With ardour glow the muſes pureſt fires, 
Contemn'd by pride, by penury oppreſt, 
In anguiſh lives, and in neglect expires ! 
Too oft, alas, in ſome ſequeſter'd ground, 
Sitent and cold the poet's aſhes ſleep, 
No pomp of funeral is ſeen around, 
No paraſite to praiſe, no friend to weep! 
Such, Bruce, the feelings in my breaſt that riſe, 
While guided by the muſe I wander near, 
Mark the lone ſpot where youthful genius lies, 
And give thy fate the tribute of a tear. 
Obſcure thy birth, yet in thy early breaſt, _ 
How deep and ardent glow'd the muſes flame, 
How ſtrongly in thy boſom was impreſt 
The poet's genius, and the poet's fame! 


For an account of the ſubject of theſe verſes, ſee the 36th Number 
of the Mirror, 
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Such was thy mind, but, ah! upon thy frame 
Diſeaſe relentleſs urg'd its growing way, 
Fled was each joy of health, each hope of fame, 
And thou the victim of a ſlow decay: 
Like ſome fair flower, that owes the deſert birth, 
Whoſe buds foretell the beauty of its prime, 
But ſinks unſnelter'd, finks unſeen to earth, 
Chill'd by the blaſt, or cropt before its time! 
Perhaps thus blaſted by unfriendly doom, 
Thy genius foſter'd in a milder air, 
Matur'd by age in all the pride of bloom, 
Had ſpread luxuriant and had flouriſh'd fair! 
But, ah, no more the poet now remains, 
Cold is the breaſt that glow'd with ſacred fire, 
Mute is the tongue that flow'd in tuneful ſtrains, 
Check'd is the hand, and filent is the lyre ! 
For him, who now laments thy early tomb, 
Like thee inſpir'd with youthful love of lays, 
Though now he mourns, he ſoon may ſhare thy doom, 
May ſoon require the tribute which he pays. 


AUTHEN- 
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AUTHENTIC ACCOUNT 


OF THE 


LATE VICTORY GAINED BY THE BONZES 


OVER THE 


ASSOCIATION IN THE KINGDOM OF TRIUNA. 


IN this age of aſſociation, perhaps a ſhort hiſtory of the 
late events at Braſs-Town, in Triuna, may not be unac- 
ceptable to your readers. Triuna formerly conſi ſted of 


three kingdoms, but, fince, they have been conſolidated: 
into one. It is governed by an emperor,. an hereditary - 


council of two hundred and fifty, and an elective council 
of five hundred ; which three parts compoſe the entire 
legiſlature, For theſe reaſons the kingdom is called 


Trina. 


The Bonzes of this country are ſo extraordinary a race 
of men, and bear ſo important a part in the following 
narrative, that I cannot bring you too ſoon acquainted with 
them. The ate created them a corporate body, declared 
them to be ſet apart for the inſtruction of the people, 
and endowed them with large eſtates and valuable immu- 

; G8. nities. 
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nities. You will, doubtleſs, be eager to learn by what 
arts the Bonzes obtained their influence and authority: 

this point I fhall endeavour to explain. The popular 
belief of Triuna, and all the adjacent kingdoms, was, 
that the princes of theſe parts of the world did not 
reign in their own right, but were abſolutely de- 
pendent on the Emperor of Terra Incognita, com- 
monly called the Great Emperor. On this founda- 
tion the Bonzes built, They affirmed that they were 
hand and glove with the Great Emperor; that he 
would do any thing to oblige them; that he had given 
them a ſpecial commiſſion to publiſh his decrees, and in- 
ſtruct his ſubjects in the allegiance which they owed 
him. You cannot, added the Bonzes, more effectually 
diſcharge your duty to the Great Emperor than by 
treating us, his repreſentatives, with all poſſible reve- 
| rence, Whoever pays due homage to the Great Empe- 
ror (meaning to themfelves) ſhall, immediately on failing 
down the river Mors to Terra Incognita, be put into 
poſſeſſion of a country far more beautiful and delicious 
than any ſpot in our world; a country, in ſhort, that 
may juſtly be termed a perfect paradiſe. On the con- 
trary, the Bonzes threatened, that whoever abſented 
himſelf from their theatres, diſbelieved their ſtories, 
treated them with negle& or ridicule, defrauded them of 
their pay, ſhould, on his arrival in Terra Incognita, be 
made cloſe priſoner, and compelled to dance, like an 
elephant, upon an heated floor, Confidering that the 


people 


1 


people were mainly ignorant, and the Bonzes poſſeſſed 
of all the little learning then extant, is it wonderful, 
that, taking advantage of the general ignorance, they 
became in a ſhort time the richeſt and moſt powerful 
body of men in the world. As much as the Bonzes 
uſurped over the reſt of, mankind, ſo much uſurped 
over the Bonzes the Arch-Bonze of Babylon, ſtyled by 
himſelf the Great Emperor's Vicar-General. But on the 
firſt dawn of reaſon and ſcience, the Bonzes of Triuna 
quarrelled with the Arch-Bonze, and ſhook off his go- 
vernment. About this time the aſſociation firſt began 
to appear in this country. Every member was obliged 
to make the following declaration, which I do not re- 
member to have ſeen any. where in print, except in the 


Spectator, No. 126. 


© We whoſe names are hereunto ſubſcribed, do ſo- 
66 lemnly declare, That we do in our conſciences believe 
« two and two make four ; and that we ſhall adjudge 
i any man whatſoever to be our enemy, who endeavours 
& to perſuade us to the contrary. We are likewiſe ready 
«to maintain, with the hazard of all that is near and 
te dear to us, that ſix is leſs than ſeven in all times and 


« all places: and that ten will not be more three years 


« hence than it is at preſent. We do alſo firmly de- 


„ clare, That it is our reſolution, as long as we live, to 
& call black, black ; and white, white. And we ſhall 


upon all occafions oppoſe ſuch perſons, that, upon any 
| G 6 «-day 
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& day of the year, ſhall call black white, or white black, 
< with the utmoſt peril of our lives and fortunes,” 


You may obſerve that the clauſes, © with the hazard 
& of all that is near and dear to us, with the utmoſt peril 
cc of our lives and fortunes,” are far from being idle or 
unmeaning. For whoever was bold enough to avow and 
maintain ſuch unpopular tenets, did it at the imminent 
hazard of all that was near and dear to him. This 
truth the aſſociators often felt by woful experience. The 
wealthy and powerful united to oppoſe the dangerous 
defigns of theſe innovators. The ſtateſman foreſaw that 
if ſuch a propoſition as that two and two make four, with 
all its conſequences, ſhould ever come to be generally 
allowed, it would ruin their moſt hopeful ſchemes of 
finance, and make dreadful havock in the accounts of 
public expenditure, taxation, national debt, &c. The 
lawyers ſwore, that the clauſe which affirms that black is 
black, and white white, was treacherouſly meant to take 
the bread out of their mouths, and aboliſh the whole 
practice of the courts. But the moſt formidable enemies 
the poor aſſociators had to encounter, were the Bonzes, 
who, though they had freed themſelves from the yoke 
of Babylon, had no intention that the people ſhould be 
gainers by the exchange, They meant to transfer to 
quiſites that the Vicar-General formerly claimed, 
But as they could only juſtify their ſeceſſion from Ba- 


I bylon 


laws, that gave all the offices of power, truſt, and profit, 


C 95 


bylon by the enormity of the Vicar-General's claims, 
they were compelled, ſorely againſt their will, to give 
up ſome part of the power they had before exerciſed. 
When rogues fall out, honeft men come their own. Still, 
however, they retained ſo much authority as to enact 
ſevere laws againſt the aſſociators. A poor woman, who 
had only ſaid that ſhe thought two and two to be four, 
was burnt by order of Cantuarienſis, the chief Bonze, 


and to ſuch a degree had the Bonzes perverted the con- 


ſciences and ſtifled the feelings of mankind, that the only 


- perſon who ſhed a tear on the occaſion was the Prince 


Odoardo, a child of eleven years old, in whom edu- 
cation had not extinguiſhed the ſentiments of hu- 
manity. 


1 forgot, in its proper place, to open the grounds and 
reaſons of the quarrel that the Bonzes had to the aſſoci- 
ators. It may not be amiſs, therefore, to do it here. 


The aſſociators attacked the claims of the Bonzes in dif. 


ferent methods. The greater part denied that they fa- 


voured the particular doctrines, or countenanced the 


excluſive privileges, of the Bonzes. 


When Triuna was finally delivered from the Babylo- 
nian tyranny, and Prince Ilermo elected Emperor, the 


Bonzes were forbidden to hang or burn their enemies. 


However, they procured either to remain, or be enacted 


to 


R 
5 
1 
8 * 
3 
7 
4 9 
. . * 
0 * 
4 ? 
as y 
1 
* 143 
1 i. 
dy... 
„ 
e 
= j 4 
en» 
N 1 
BY 
2 7 
- 
"of 
45 
e 
8 
* 
4 
mi. 
ou 
12 L 
8 
N. 
ry ' 
A 
4 g 
* 5 
1 
g * 
* 
Fg i 
= © I; 
p< .YY +44 
£18" 
1 by 
e 
W 
i 1 \ 
1 
1 
= 
RN 
_— 
iv * - 
1 
* «. * 
» Xe 
LY == 
3 "8 
N 1 
1 
TiS 
va 
o 
l We 
0 
91 
1 
("US 
7798 
1 
lt 
—_— Go - 
| * 
x 
3 . 
1 
1 
1+ 
* U 
» 1 
3 
2 — } 
1 
* * Py 
8 7 
_— 
Pi 
FH 
Ky . 
„ 
* 
* 1 
"IB 
J 
* 'T 
SV 
1 
'% 
x = 
7 % 
£8 
= 
- v C 
—_ 
# 
- 
FP. 
* * 
" 1 
N = 
vw it 1 
$8 
1 
1 * 
1 
4 * 
* 
"9 
<p 
. * 
1 
i 
* | 20 
3. 
Ve 
60 
* \ 
. 7 
2 
41 


wo * 


. * 1 . 0 . | . 
Pe = n . 
n = We ERS — teh — 


— E 
— 
1 * 
——— —— — 


— 


— 


1 — — 
— 
— 
—— 
— 


( 134 J 
to Bonzes, or Bonzites. In order to debauch the inge- 
nuous minds of youth, they picked out thirty or forty 
of the abſurdeſt propoſitions they could invent, and 
crammed them down the throats of all minors deſtined 
for the liberal profeſſions. The drift of this ſcheme was, 
that no man, after ſwallowing ſuch groſs impoſtures, 
might have any pretence afterwards to be ſqueamiſh, or 
plead conſcience and reaſon againſt the Bonzite intereſt. 
Not content with all theſe ſafeguards, they obtained 
a law, by which it was enacted, * that if any 
„ perſon ſhall by writing, printing, teaching, or ad- 
« yiſed ſpeaking, maintain two and two to be leſs than 
« four, or more than one; he ſhall for the firſt offence 
& be rendered incapable of holding any office or place 
&« of truſt ; and for the ſecond, be rendered incapable 
« of bringing any action, being guardian, executor, le- 
« oatee, or purchaſer of lands, and ſhall ſuffer three 
« years of impriſonment without bail.” They were, 
indeed, ſo good as to promiſe the aſſociators, that they 
would never put this law in force, unleſs in caſes of the 
laſt neceflity. © Thank you for nothing,“ ſaid the 
aſſociators. If the ſpirit of the times did not repreſs - 
& your zeal, whipping, fines, pillory, loſs of ears, and 
44 even burning in the ox-market, would again become 
« as common, as they were under the Babylonian ty- 
„ ranny, You dare not often inſiſt on the rigorous ex- 


* Statute 9 and 10 Itermo, chap. 33. 3 
. « ecutions 


W Fe fe < Yo 


( 135 ] 
& ecutions of the law, becauſe the public would be ſhocked 


4 with ſuch barbarity, and cry aloud for its abolition,” 


The Bonzes knew their ſtrength and their weakneſs : 


they ſuſpended this law, like the ſtone of Tantalus, over 


the heads of the aſſociators, to frighten them from an 


overt profeſſion of their ſentiments. Such a law, they 
knew, would cheriſh hatred in the breaſts of thoſe 


ſimple and ill-judging citizens, who are more led by 


words than reaſon. The common people naturally 


think, that men who are liable to ſuch penalties, muſt 
be profligate and wicked in the extreme. Accordingly 


the word, aſſociator, is never uſed by the reigning party, 


but to denote the utmoſt conceivable depravity. In ge- 
neral, as [I ſaid before, the Bonzes contented themſelves 
with infuſing into their hearers, an hearty hatred for the 
aſſociators. Now and then, merely to keep themſelves 
in practice, they would fingle out an obſtinate dog of an 
adverſary, and worry him ; eſpecially if he were a man 
of good moral character. The caſes of Clericus, Longi- 
tudinalis, and others, are too well known to be here re- 


peated. I ſhall therefore haſten to the late event at 


Braſs-town, of which, perhaps, you have not yet 
heard. e Pe 


The city of Braſs-town abounds in aſſociations ; and 
ſome years ago Sacerdotalis, a noted member, came and 
ſettled in the ſuburbs. Sacerdotalis is a man of very ex- 
tenſive general knowledge; but in experimental philoſo- 
„ phy, 
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Phy, perhaps the moſt eminent man of his day. He is 
likewiſe a man of affable manners and exem plary mora - 
lity. But in the eyes of the Bonzes theſe were ble- 
miſhes, rather than beauties in his character. For Sa- 
cerdotalis had, it ſeems, written many books in defence 


of thoſe grand arithmetical truths,. That two and two 
make four, and that fix is leſs than ſeven.” He even 
_ Challenged the Bonzes to a public diſputation upon theſe 


points. He treated their high-flown claims with con- 
tempt, and ventured to hint that the ſtatute, above 
quoted, ought to be repealed. Upon this, many of the 
Bonzite army, officers of the ſtaff, ſubalterns, and even 
corporals, took the field. But being repulſed with loſs. 
and diſgrace in open engagements, they withdrew to 
their ſeparate theatres, and there from the orcheſtra ha- 
rangued their audience againſt the unfortunate Sacerdo- 
talis. One of the foremoſt of this gang was young Gro- 
tiaſter, a pert ignoramus, not worthy to wipe the ſhoes 
of ſuch a man as Sacerdotalis ; yet this hopeful youth, 
once a week, called Sacerdotalis all the vile names he 

could muſter, and diſmiſſed the deluded populace with 
very ill impreſſions of the poor man's character. Upon 
this Sacerdotalis addreſſed a ſet of letters to the inha- 
bitants of Braſs-town, in which he refuted the calumnies- 
of Grotiaſter and his other enemies, and exaſperated. 
them ftill more. At this critical juncture, a neigh» 
bouring nation had new-modelled its conſtitution upon. 


po of freedom, 2 diminiſhed the power of its 


Bonzes, 


an 1 


Bonzes, and granted a full toleration to its aſſociators. 


The aſſociators of Triuna kept the return of this memo- 


rable day as a feaſt; they were warm in their praiſes of 
this revolution, and even inſinuated an hope, that part 
of its benefits might be extended to themſelves. Upon 


this occaſion, the controverſy blazed forth with freſh 


fury. The ſtateſmen, the lawyers, and the Bonzes, all 
took the-alarm, and cried out with an hideous yell, that 
theſe aſſociators were going to overturn the whole con - 
ſtitution in ſage and ſtate, as by law eſtabliſhed, A 
certain perſon in power hung out the terrors of military 
force in the capital, and told ſome of the principal aſ- 
ſociators, that if their anniverſary meeting were attended 
with tumult and bloodſhed, they muſt be anſwerable for 
the conſequences. In the mean time proper emiſſaries 
were diſpatched to Braſs-town, to head the mob, when it 
ſhould be duly inflamed, and to give ſhape, direction, 
and conſiſtency, to its movements. A liſt of obnoxious 


perſons was made out (among whom you may ſwear Sa- 


cerdotalis was not forgotten,) and their houſes-marked 
for deſtruction. Every infamous flander was circulated 
againſt the aſſociators, particularly againſt Sacerdotalis. 
All the Bonzites called him a damned raſcal ; one took 
his oath that he had conveyed I know not how many 
barrels of gunpowder into the theatre, and meant tq 
blow up the audience at the next repreſentation. It af- 
terwards appeared, that all the gunpowder uſed by 
Sacerdotalis was merely metaphorical, At laſt the im- 
| portant 
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portant day came. The affociators met, paſſed the day 
in mirth and conviviality, with great decency and tem- 
perance, and retired early in the evening. The leaders 
of the mob then began to play their game. Firſt they 
ſet fire to the houſe of Sacerdotalis, and made ſtrict 
ſearch after the owner, to throw him too into the flames, 
but, alas! he had juſt had time to eſcape. Thus in an 
| Inſtant were conſumed an inoffenſive man's dwelling, 
his furniture, with his philoſophical apparatus, and his 
library, (both the gradual collection of many years) all 
his papers, memorandums, and private letters, except a 
few which ſome curious Bonzites preſerved,: in the cha- 
ritable hope of extracting treaſon from them. And leſt 
the ardour of the multitude ſhoutd cool, one of the ring- 
leaders whetted their vengeance by reading forged letters, 
which he fathered on Sacerdotalis. They then went to 
the remainder of the perſons named in their liſt, burning 
and plundering withaut mercy, One man was burnt 
out of his home, becauſe he had ridiculed. the zational 
Hage, by building a cow-houſe in the form of a, theatre. 
This devaſtation laſted ſeveral days, till the numbers of 
the mob had greatly increaſed. But by this, time they 
had drunk away their underſtanding ; and their fury, 
grown ſtronger than ever, had loſt all diſtinction of its 
proper objects. A certain perſon in power, who had 
from a diſtance beheld and enjoyed the ſcene, while 
only the aſſociators ſuffered, now began to be appre- 
henpſfive for the ſafety of his own friends, if he ſhould 
| . | Con- 
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eontinue longer idle. He therefore ordered a de- 


tachment of the military to march to Braſs-town and 
quell the tumults, which was eafily effected, and the 


place, in ſome meaſure, reſtored to its former tran- 
quillity. 


It is the law of Triuna, that the loſs of property, 
by popular tumults, ſhall be made good to the fuf- 
ferers by the diſtrict in which they reſide. Ta talk 
of the inſufficient damages allowed to complainants, 


would be to mention a trifling grievance after what 


has been related. But the behaviour of the Bonzes 
and Bonzites upon the occaſion will hardly, I fear, 
gain credit. They think themſelves exceſſively mild, 
if they expreſs any concern for the late outrages 
but then they never fail to add, that the aſſociators them- 
ſelves eauſed their ſufferings by their own imprudence. 
Others think that Sacerdotalis ſhould have been hand- 
ſomely ſinged, citra vitæ periculum, or at leaſt well 


tarred and feathered. But the greater part regret that 


he was not thrown into the fire, and there conſumed, to- 


gether with his vile and pernicious books. Even the la- 


dies are ſtimulated by the fize of the provocation to anſeæ 
themſelves : they give it as their opinion (and, as Sir 
Fretful Plagiary ſays, the ladies are the beſt judges of 
theatrical matters after all) that the Braſs-town aſſoci- 
ators met with juſtice, but not with juſtice enough. I 


_ myſelf have been preſent, when a lady has laid down her 


cards, 


wa, 


bb 
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cards, and declared with the utmoſt energy of voice and 
action, that ſhe honoured the inhabitants of Braſs-town 
for their ſpirit. As for thoſe charitable ſouls, Grotiaſter 
and his followers, if hereafter a fimilar temptation ſhould 
Preſent itſelf, they would again halloo their blood-hounds 
upon the aſſociators; and after encouraging the mob to 
involve the houſes of their opponents in flames, would 
ſing Te Deum at the conflagration. 


Methinks I hear you demand, to what purpoſe this 
tedious detail ? What are the diſturbances in Triuna to 
us? What likeneſs does this tranſaction bear to any cir- 
cumſtance in our own fituation ? I anſwer, that, though 
at preſent we are perfectly free and comfortable, no man 
can enſure us the perpetual continuance of theſe bleſſings. 
If, therefore, the ſpirit of bigotry, perſecution, and op- 
preſſion (which God forbid !) ſhould ever break out in 
this country, it may not be without its uſe to recall this 
foreign event to the public memory, and to paint it in 
the livelieſt colours. | | 


But the motive that chiefly impelled me to draw up 
this account, was of a more pleaſing nature. I was 
willing to ſhew, by as ſtriking a contraſt as I could form, 
the comparative excellence of our government; a go- 
vernment, where liberty, civil and religious, flouriſhes 
in its higheſt perfection; where talents, learning, and 
virtue, give the ſole title to diſtinction, either honourable 

8 or 
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or profitable; to employments, civil, military, and ec- 
clefiaſtical ; where the workhouſes and gaols are abſo- 
lutely uſeleſs for want of paupers, debtors, and felons, 
Next I would repreſent the long and faithful ſervices 
of our miniſters ; the rapid diſſolution of the national 


debt; the diminution of taxes (nearly half. a crown 
in the hundred, if I am rightly informed ;) the frugal 
management of the public money; no armaments. at 


once expenſive and inactive; no extenſion of game-laws, 
exciſe, &c. &c. While we enjoy all the freedom and 
happineſs of which human nature is capable, under a 
wiſe Premier, and a virtuous Parliament, 
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VERSES TO THE MEMORY OF BISHOP 
STRICKLAND, 


. Written near his Tomb, in the northerly Le of Carli/le 
Minſfer, by Henry Fitzavalter, a Monk of Widderhall. 


RETIR'D from all the buſy ſcenes of life ; 

My ſoul ſhut out from pleaſure and from joy; 
Amidſt theſe vaulted Ifles here let me roam, 

And by reflection's aid call out the lengthen'd ſigh, 


Here let me ſtop whilſt I ſurvey the place 
© Where reſts thy cold inanimated duſt; 


Here to thy memory drop the filent tear, 
And bow my head in reverence to thy buſt. 


As mournful ſounds the organ's dying tones, 

The tuneful choir chaunt forth their evening ſong ; 
Alas ! they cannot ſoothe my penfive ſoul, 

But dictate ſorrow to my faithful tongue. 


Fitzwalter, 142 1. 


VERS 
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VERSES TO LAURA. 


AH me! how deep the poiſon lies, 
Which late I drank from Laura's eyes! 
It burns, it ſpreads, each tortur'd vein 
Swells with the agonizing pain. 

Oft ſtealing from day's gariſh eye, 
Unſeen, to the lone woods I hie ; 
And, while with faintly glimmering ray, 
The ſtar of eve directs my way, 

To fairy forms my woes I tell, 

And mingle plaints with Philomel— 
Sweet bird! yet once again prolong 
The plaintive muſic of thy ſong : 

'The dying notes let echo hear, 

And waft the ſound to Laura's ear ; 
And if ſhe liſtens to thy ſtrain, 

Ah, tell her of my ſharper pain! 

Ah! tell her, fince like thee I pine, 
To hear thy woes, and pity mine. 


Gaudia 
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Gaudia poetica, vel POTEICA, 


WHAT were the few frail joys of mortal life 
Without that firſt, arid beſt, a wedded wife? 
Without a wife, on whom thy; ſoul might doat, - 
What were thy lot, O man, or thine O Mr, P=um $ 
Miſs Mary Kendall—Kendall now no more, 
Brings to thy arms of joys a plenteous ſtore. 
Had ſhe been coy, in vain thy fortune made, 
| Still hadſt thou plied the typographic trade. 
But, ah! fair fate—nor cruel ſhe, nor coy, 
Rejects th* advances of her amorous boy. | 
Pleas'd, ſhe aſſents---winds catch the joyful note; 
She yields, ſhe ſmiles, ſhe weds her happy . 
Need I relate how gay to church they hied, 
With looks of cordial comfort, fide by fide, | 
And he the bridegroom was, and ſhe the bride ; 
How fine his cloaths ! how gorgeous ſhe was ſeen ! 
Some ſay in pea, and ſome in Kendall green; 
Or how the bridegroom, ſolace of his ſoul, 
By way of portion, touch'd the Kendall cole : 
How blithe the evening paſs'd with mirthful glee, 
And the bride play'd, I love my love with ; 
And how in. ſbeets he preſs'd the blooming dame, 


Bound in his arms, and titled with his zame ? + 
Hail, 


Female on male, and male on female P 
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Hail, happy pair! ſtill on each other doat, 


And may your own endeavours, and God's grace, 
Give you, in whom, united, we may trace 

The mother's virtue, and the father's face; 

In breeches ſome, and ſome in petticoats, 

A playful progeny of pretty P=——, 


ELEGIAC SONNET. 


SWEET evening, hail ! I love thy ſober hue, 
When the bright ſun, deſcending to the weſt, 
Invites tir'd nature to a tranquil reſt, 

And opens to the penſive mind a view, 

Replete with every charm to ſorrow true, 

The nightingale attunes her ſong, ſweet gueſt! 
Unto that ſoul with every woe depreſs'd. 

Oh, let me at thy ſilent hour beſtrew 
With roſes, violets, and the primroſe pale, 
The verdant ſpot where all my bliſs is laid, 

' Enchanting Ella! fair and matchleſs maid! 

Oh how ſhall I repeat the melting tale, 
When Death relentleſs tore her from theſe arms, 
And left my heart a prey to all Deſpair” s alarms!' 


| Vor. Iv. | H | | 8 0 N G. 
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s ON G. 


BEAUTY, ſoft Enchantreſs, tell 
What confirms thy magic ſpell ? 

_ *Tis when, moſt the heart to bind, 
Native grace reflects the mind. 


On thoſe eyes how loſt we gaze, 
Where each milder virtue plays; 
Can thoſe ſmiles not win the heart, 
Which the ſoul's ſoft ſenſe impart? 


Temper'd thus with beavenly light, 

Gems the raptur'd ſenſe delight ; 
Opening roſes thus combine, 

Blooming beauty, breath divine. 


Inſcription in an obſcure Part of the Garden of the late 
Mrs. Clivs at STRAwBERRY-Hill, on @ Pedeſtal 


Supporting a beautiful Urn. 


Br THE Hox. HORACE WALPOLE, (now. EARL 
or ORFORD,) | 


Ys faniles and jeſts ftill hover round, 
This is Mirth's conſecrated ground 


„ 
Here liv'd the laughter- loving Dame, 
A matchleſs Actreſs, CLIVE her name, 
The Comic Muſe with her retir d, | 
And ſhed a tear when ſhe expir'd, Hl. W. 


To Mz. HORACE WALPOLE, 
On his Inſcription on an Urn dedicated to Mr. CAVE. 
Br PETER PINDAR, Es 


HoRACE! of SrRAWIZRTY-HILL, I mean not 
ROE | 
Lo! all thy geeſe are ſwans, I do preſume--- 
Truth and thy trumpet ſeem not to agree : 
Know, Comedy is hearty---all alive--- - 
The ſprightly laſs no more expir'd with CLive, 
Than Dame HomiLiTy will die with thee. 


| Verſes addreſſed 10 Mrs. T1cxsLL, at Hampton-Conrt 


Palace, by her Brother Twomas T3cxELL, EV. on 
receiving her Print from Coswav's Picture. 


—— DESERTED Hampton! now no longer mourn 

Thy fam'd Cartoons, to happier Windſor borne : 

No more lament thy lighted Beauties! fate, 

Condemn'd, unſeen, to fade in lonely ſlates 
Ha Coſovty- 
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Coſwway, the happy Zeuæis of our Iſle, 
Reſtores thee all, in lovely Sarab's ſmile; 
That ſmile, whoſe charms a power to Coſway lend, 
Like her, each varied excellence to blend; 
And in one bright original, combine 
All Lely's grace, all Rafaelle's art divine. 
12th March, 1792. 


' WESTMINSTER THEATRICALS. 
- © «EPILOGUE, . 


SPOKEN BY MUR, BUNBURY, IN THE CHARACTER OF 
EUDOCIA, IN THE SIEGE OF DAMASCUS. 


GRAv, mournful Bard, devoted once his pen, 
To tell poor thoughtleſs ſchool- boys they were men. 
But not our boys of Veftminſter he choſe - 

He pitch'd on Eton, for his neſt of woes; 

Sorrow beſtow?d on them, and faded Care, 

And fad, grim-viſag'd, comfortleſs Deſpair--- 
And kindly ſent---firſt having quite undone em, 
The family of Pain---to wait upon 'em. 

But W/minfter ! the wholeſome and the fair! 

He knew---could never be the ſeat of Care--- 

He knew what domes the Bowling- alley yields--- 
What groves, Dean's- yard what verdure, Tothill- fields 
The hall and ſclool of Wiſdom what perfection! 
And O! what Patriot Virtue · the Election! 


9 Too 
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Too bleſt indeed were ſuch withont alloy, 

And ſome ſmall rubs controul our ſtream of joy; 

In which there ſteps, if we too faſt are jogging--- 

A gentle impoſition—or—a flogging— 

But young ambition ſtill with rubs ut meet 

In camps and courts, as well as Barton: freet. 
Did you but know what wayward ills await 

The boy who wants a head, and wears a tt .— 
In Heels, and hoops, and petticoats array'd 
And all the apparatus of—a maid— 

You'd feel compaſſion for my caſe, and ſhew it— 
Why, Caled's pangs of Death were paſtime to its 
If, when you Felt for ſal Eudocia's woes, 

Nature had ſummon'd me to blow my noſe ; 
And for my handkerchief, I'd made a ſtoop 
Taking improper freedoms---with my hoop-=- - + 

What female eye ſo brave, but I muſt ſhock it 
Hunting ſo anpolitely-for my pocket! 

You for y feelings had not car'd a pin, i 
But damn'd Eudocia with a general grin, 
Or, if it ſo had pleas'd malignant Fate, 
That I had quite forgot I wore a tete; 
And anxious, with Papa, to join the groupe in, 
Had ruſh*d through ſome low door-way without ſtooping; 
Off it had gone I had your preſence fled--= _ 
And loſt my reputation---with my head. 
Such ills to guard againſt=--it reſts with me 
To ſteer with care---my chignon and toupee, 
It 3 And 
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And leſt my grief ſhould interrupt your ſorrow 
I'll have a pocket-hole cut here to-morrow. 

If, ſnhockꝰd to-night by no extreme faux pag 
You'bleſs our little troop with dear applauſe 
If Phocya's torments did not quite congeal ye 
If Caled (for a Welchman) died---genteelly ; 
The dead themſelves commiſſion me to ſay, 
They N Le- - to fight again---another day. 


VERSES 
ON A 
SHEET OF BLANK PAPER. 


BY LES ATA @Z0KGK THICKNEMAL, uh 
Head Maſter of Sr. PauPs Sebcol, 


Fam, ſpotleſs leaf (thou emblem pure 
Of innocence) beware : | 
*Tis dang*rous to be fair, 


To wit obſcene, and impious jeſt, 

Thon lieſt too much expos'd: 

Give truth poſſeſſion of thy breaſt, 
Or be for ever clogs'd; 


1 
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Some wanton pen may ſcrawl thee oer, 


And blot thy virgin face: 


And whiteneſs, deem'd thy praiſe before, 


May turn to thy diſgrace. 


O give me then thy faultleſs page, 
*Ere yet foul ſtains be drank, 
On Virtue's fide with me engage, 

Nor leave for Vice a blank. 


By thee ſlrall idle vacant hearts 
This uſeful moral learn, 
That unemploy'd, the brighteſt parts 
Be WEGLNTY turn. 


By thee FA" TRIO be taught, 
What dangers wait on youth, 
Vnleſe with early precepts fraught, 
And prepoſſes"t with truth. 


By thee hall ws learn to yield. 
To.real worth her charms ; 

For virtue (tho! an ample ſhield) 

Aut incompletely arms. 
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TO HOPE, 
A SONNET, 


BY MISS HELEN MARIA WILLIAMS. 


O, ever ſkill'd to wear the form we love, 
To bid the ſhapes of fear and grief depart, 
Come, gentle Hope ! with one gay ſmile remove 
The laſting ſadneſs of an aching heart. 
Thy voice, benign Enchantreſs, let me hear ; 3 
Say—that for me ſome pleaſure yet ſhall bloom ! : 
1 That Fancy's radiance, Friendſhip's precious tear, 
| Shall foften or diſpel misfortune's gloom ! © 


But come not glowing in the dazzling ray, 

Which ouce with dear illuſion charm'd my eye ; 7 
| O ſtrew no more, ſweet Flatterer ! on my way, 
The flow'rs T fondly thought too bright to die: 

Viſions leſs fair will ſoothe my penſive breaſt, 
That aſks not happineſs, but longs for reſt. 


POETIC ADDRESS — _ 


4 


TO 4 LADY WITH A REPEATING. waren. 


HENCE, curious Toy !—to Laura go, 
And dangle by her fide, 
Thou emblem of a modern Beau 
Ig all his glittering pride. 
When, 
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When in her bed you hang in air, 
And meaſure out dull time, 
Say, joy and love ſhould be her care, 
Now Beauty's in its prime. 


When firſt ſne wakes, at Jenny's knock, 
Ehen thoughts are frank and free— 
Tell her, inftead of— what's o' clock, 
*Tis time to think of me! 


Tell her—a lover in her arms, 
His pulſe will beat as true; 
His heart wou'd ſpring with love's alarůms, 


And vibrate * as you! 
HERBERT. 


Mrs, CRESPIGN TY GROTTO. 


The following Tis es, cd are from the pen of M.. 
Fitzgerald, adorn a ſmall Grot in the Garden at Cam- 
zer well —ſo often the Scene of the Muſes and the Drama. 


THE INSCRIPTION. 


May no rude gale diſturb this calm retreat, 
The fane of Friendſhip and the Muſe's ſeat, 
But coolir 3 ſhow'rs and freſtvning zephyrs bring 
Th' ambroſial ſweetneſs of perpetual Spring! 

| © I While 
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While Nature's OM warblers from above, 
Chant their wild notes in eloquence af love ! 
May Envy wither if ſhe enters here, 
And drooping Mis'ry check the ſtarting tear 
Or if the Miſtreſs of the Grot be nigh, 
Let the poor wretch drink comfort from her eye. 


To the EDITOR, 
SIR, 

THE country being now in that ſituation "EM and 
provided for by Solon of Athens, when he obliged every 
man in the ſtate to declare his party, under a ſevere 
penalty; and as men are ſometimes at a loſs what party 
to chooſe, I think it is your duty, as one of the centinels 
of the people, to ſet up a ſtandard for them to rally 
around, in, conſequence of which I ſend you the follow- 

ing Creeds, one or other of which, I think, will fit 
"ery man in the kingdom. 

| Lam, Sir, 
Your humble ſervant, 
ONE OF A MILLION. 


 CREEDS 


» i 


k 55 J 


CREEDS TO CHOOSE. 
FIRST, OR TORY CREED. 


I believe in the infallibility of all crowned heads. 
T believe in the infallibility of the Miniſter for the time 
being. 
1 believe in William Pitt as the maker of all good 
men. 
I believe in the a and ;nviolability of the 


Engliſh Conſtitution, as now adminiflered; and I think it. 


a-damnable hereſy to believe that it can be amended, 


I believe in the charity, religion, and virtues of the- 
church as eſtabliſhed by law, 

I believe in-the holineſs of all Biſhops—in the neceſ-- 
ſity of pluralities—in the advantages of tythes—and. 
inall-the good things dependent upon High Church Go- 


vernment.. 
I believe in the ſalvation of Teſt Acts. 


I believe in the virtue of corruption, without which 


there can be no regeneration. 


I believe in the * grace conferred by penſions and 
ſinecure places. 
I believe in the virtue of riches and vice of poverty — 


and I believe that all men who do not believe as I be- 


lieve, will, or ought to be, damned in /ecula-/eculorun.. 


Amen. 
A CAVALIER mY THE OLD COURT CUT. 


He SECOND, 
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SECOND, OR JACOBINE CREED. 


T do not believe in any thing that is ancient, fixed, 
fable or permanent. 

I believe only in the virtues of change and expe- 
riment. 

I believe that all crowned heads are tygers, prowling 
for prey. 

I believe that all Miniſters are jackals, poarvoying for 
fuch tygers. 

I believe that the Engliſh Conſtitution is bad, will be 
worſe, and ought to be deſtroyed. 

T believe that it is wiſer to ruſh into any evils that may 
await change, than to attempt to mind what is amiſs, 
becauſe life is not long enough to wait the flow progreſe 
of reform. 

I believe that all good governments are made only for 
the exiſting members, and that they have nothing to do 
with poſterity. | 

I believe that the next world has nothing to do with 
us, and conſequently that we have n to do ao 
the next world. 

I believe that every rich man is a rogue, and ought to 
be poor. . 

Il believe that every poor man is honeſt, and ought to 
be rich. 
1 be- 


| C WI 
Ü believe that the Rights of Man, as far as they ſerve 
to give me a right to live wann of all controul, as 
a man ought to do. 

(I believe that the only fit men to frame a government 
for free men, are thoſe who have always lived indepen- 
dent. of any government whatever, as they only can 
know what freedom is. 

] believe in Tom Paine as the ſaviour of this world. 
Amen, | 

A REPUBLICAN OF THE NEWEST CUT, 


. © 
* 2 * 


i, 


THIRD, OR MY OWN CREED. 
I believe that every conſtitution is not . to 
every country. 
I believe that a limited movarchy i is beſt od to 
produce peace, Plenty, peplperitys and protection in 


Great Britain. | 13 


I believe that the Conſtitution of Vopland, - as origi- 
nally framed, is the wiſeſt idea of a free government that 
ever entered into the imagination of man. 

I believe that no human inſtitution ever was or will be 
perfect; but if it is ſuſceptible of amendment, may al- 
ways be approaching nearer to perfection. 

I believe that being of human inſtitution, the Engliſh 
Conſtitution is ſubject to abuſes and to decay, 

I believe that many abuſes have crept into the Admi- 
niſtration, and that many decays have begun to appear 


in the Engliſh Conſtitution, 


I be. 


L res J 

I believe: that no man is infallible, either as 1 
as a Miniſter. 

I believe it to be the intereſt of every Miniſter to en- 
courage abuſes in the Adminiftration,. and to — de- 
cays in the Conſtitution. 8 
I believe that all the abuſes in the Admini We and, 
all the decays in the Conſtitution are practical evils, and 
admit of eaſy and — cures. 


— 


N 
1 
Ci 
" 
Nr 
N . 
1 
4 
i 
114 
El 
0 Shad | 
= | 
"7 Pl 
i UW 
| BY 
J 
12 
y 
4 
l 4 
9 
IF 
{ 


| On @ pr ofent to the Author of two Impreſſions from a fine 
; Antique Seal of Helen, ſent by a Lady of Faſhion. 5.57 wy 
Daughter . 


Fair ſculpture of Helen's fair graces, 
The Lady with whim we ſhall tax 
On paper who mark thyair traces, 
With Stella ſtamps lively in wax. 


Of their hearts they make mutual confeſſion, 
That, cold to emotions once felt, 

The Mother's ſcarce yields an impreſſion, 
— The Daughter's can ſoften and melt! 


STANZAS 


WRITTEN ON THE FAILURE OF THE APPLICATION FOR 


To ſolitude indignant I retire, 


{T wu Þ- 


STANZAS 


AN EQUAL REPRESENTATION IN PARLIAMENT. 
By THOMAS DAY, Efq. 


WHEN gaithleſe Senates yenally betray; 
When each degenerate noble is a ſlave; 
When Britain falls an unrefiſting prey ; 
What part befits the gen'rous and the brave ? 


In vain the taſk to roufſe my country's ire, 
And imp onee more the ſtork's dejected wings; 


And leave the world to parafites and kings, 


Not like the deer, whom, wearied in the race, 
Each leaf aſtoniſhes, each breeze appals ; 

But like the lion, hen he turns the chace 
Back on his hunters, and the valiant falls. 


Then let untam'd Oppreffion rage aloof, | | 
And rule o'er men whoaſk not to be freed ji 
To liberty I vow this humble roof; _ 
And he that violates its ſhade ſhall bleed. 
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EXTEMPORE, 
By Dr. TROTTER. 


Sunt lacbryme rerum. 


Wurn nh, ſubdu-d — Philip? 8 . 
Had no more kingdoms to be won +» 
Deep fighs confeſs'd the victor's grief, 
And tears burſt forth to give relief. 


So when the liſt' ning Senate hung 

With rapture on his magie tongue, 
Reaſon convinc'd, in tranſport ſlept . 
Fox could no farther go, and wept. | 


THIRT FRIGHT T. 0 
412 37 e enen 

To Mrs. Hr. - 

By Mrs. CHARLOTTE or: 


IN early life's unclouded ſeene, 
The brilliant morning of eighteen, 

With health and ſprightly joy elate. 
We gaz 'd on Youth's enchanting prin 1 
Nor thought how quickly time would bring ; 

The mournful period=—thirty-eight ! 

| Th en 
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Then the ſtarch maid, or matron ſage, 
Already of that ſober age, 

We view'd with mingled ſcorn and hate 
In whoſe ſharp words, or ſharper face, 
With thoughtleſs mirth, we lov'd to trace 

The fad effects of—thirty-eight ! 


Till, ſad'ning—fick*ning at the view, 
We learn'd to dread what time might do 
And then preferr'd a prayer to Fate, 
To end our days ere that arriv'd,,  ' 
When (pow'r and pleafure long ſurviv'd) *-- 
We meet neglect, and—thirty-eight ! : -/ 


But time, in ſpite of wiſhes, flies; 

And Fate our fimple pray'r denies, '' +— 
And bids us Death's own hour await? - * 
The auburn locks are mixt with grey, 11 tr 
The tranfient roſes fade away. 
But Reaſon comes at- thirty- eight! 


Her voice the anguiſh vontradicts oO Fr 
That dying vàzity imfficts of 7% kl 
Her hang new pleaſiires.can create; 
For us ſne opens to the vier, 
Proſpects leſs bright but far more us 
And bid u Unile at—thirty-eight &: 10 
«1 No 
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No more ſhall Scandal's breath deſtroy | 
The ſocial converſe we enjoy, 
With bard, or critic, 2cte- d- ect 
O'er youth's bright blooms her blight ſhall pour 
But ſpare th* improving friendly hour 
Which Science gives to—thirty-cight! 


$tripp'd of their gaudy hues by truth, 


We view the glitt'ring toys of youth, 


And bluſh to think how poor the bait; 
For which to public ſcenes we ran, 
And ſcorn d of fober ſenſe the plan 
Which gives content at—thixty-eight! 


O may her bleſſings now acile, 

When the ſun's ardent rays abatet 
And, in the luxusiee of mind —- 
In Friendſhip, ſcience may we find- 
Increaſing joys at thirty- eight 


Tho! Time's inezerable ne 
Has torn the myrtle bands away | 
RIB eee Df AA 


The Am'ranth's purple glow ſurvives, 


And fill Minarva's olive thrives 


On the eam bre af tir eig 
5 With 
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With eye more ſteady, we engage 
To contemplate approaching age, 
And life more juſtly eſtimate ; 
1! With firmer ſouls and ſtronger powr's, 
| With reaſon, faith, and friendſhip, ours, 
We'll not regret the ſtealing hours | 
That lead from thirty e' en to forty- eight! 


CONTRADICTION. 


PHILLIS was tender, young, and fair, 
Poſſeſſed of many virtues rare; 

One gift ſhe had, which crown'd the reſt, 
With Contradiction fhe was bleſt: 

Oft I have heard, that in a woman 

The gift is not at all uncommon © 
Tis thus they tarniſn ladies glories; 

Fie upon men, to tell ſuch ſtories! 


Perhaps my ſong may lead me wrong, 
But I'm open to conviction; 

They tell us, that nothing in life is ſo ſweet to awife- - 

As a little Contradiction. 


Many a female I have known, 

Both old and young, and fair and brown; 
When to the brown, I ſay they're fair, 
They contradict not, I declare: 
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When to the old I jay they're young, 
They ſtill are mute, and hold their tongue; 


Then ceaſe, I pray, henceforth to blame 
Thoſe pretty creatures, *tis a ſhame ! 


It may be, that the ſong will lead me Orgs 


But I'm open to conviction ; 
They'll ſtill have it, that nothing in life is ſo ſweet to a 
. 

As a little Contradiction. 


"Ou to Phillis turns my ſtory, 

She was her huſband's pride and gory; ; 

As they at table ſat one day, . 

© My little angel,“ he did ſay, | 
This fiſh is hardly done enough ;* 

% Not done!“ cried Phillis, in a huff, 

4 There's no ſuch thing as pleaſing you; 

6 I fay *tis done, quite through and Na = 


I'm afraid my ſong will lead me wrong, 


But I am open to conviction ; - 


Pd grant a wife, to ſweeten life, 
A little Contradiction. 


He cod his Phillas to be quiet, 

But ſhe was bent upon a riot: 

J give it up; my dear, Fai he : 

% And I maintain tis done, cried ſhe. 

| Away, 
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Away, for fear of farther ſtrife, 
The man ſneak'd off, and left his wife; 


And from the room was hardly gone, 
When Phillis fell into a ſwoon. 


of 


T perceive the ſong has led me wrong, 
But I'm open to conviction; 

No man in life ſhould debar his wife 
Of a little Contradiction. 


. — one? 


A ſudden ſhriek! the neighbours fly, 

And to relieve her they all try. 

The huſband's callP'd ;—that's no relief; 

Poor man !—he's quite o'erwhelm'd with grief. 
&« Oh dn that half done fiſh,” he cries, — 

At this his Phillis op'd her eyes ; 

© The fiſh was quite done,” out ſhe roar'd, 
And thus poor Phillis was reſtor'd, 
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You find my ſong not very long, 
No longer *tis a fiction; 

Here a wife was brought to life 
Buy a little Contradiction. 
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Inferipe 
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ln for a Gothic Nitch, lined with Ivy, near $: 
Auſtin's Moneftery, at Canterbury. ; 


MokrTAL, thou who view'> this cell, 
Scorn not here a while to dwell ; | 
Hence is baniſh'd noiſy ſport : 
This is Contemplation's Court. 


Hermits here in days of yore 

O'er their beads were ſeen to pore : 
Screen'd within this friendly ſhade, 
Erſt has wept tlie love-lorn maid. 


Oft within this ivy'd ſeat, 

'Benants of the green retreat, 

Bards have ſſrunn'd the glare of noon 
Here have hail*d the riſing moon! 


Here, with glitt'ring viſions bleſt, 
Have they funk to downy reſt: 

Here have wak' d, this truth to know 

Wild ambition leads to woe. 


Whilſt around your eyes you turn 
From this cell, one moral learn 
Far from fortune's flatt ring gale, 
Cautious ſpread your little fail. 
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See yon once-aſpiring fane, 

With ruin ſad beſtrew the plain; 
Whilſt within the fretted tower 
Night's lone bird erects her bower. 


2 


Yet the zealot's ruffian hand, 
Speeding ruin o'er the land, 
Spar'd the rude, the lowly cell, 
Where Contentment choſe to dwell. 


Thoſe who from the Prelate's hand 
Tore the crozier's coſtly wand 
Let the ſhepherd by the brook 
Keep unhurt his beachen crook, 


AVON. 


NEW ASSOCIATION. 


WHEN Dr. Watſon, biſhop of Landaff, publiſhed 
a Collection of Theological Tracts for the ufe of ſtu- 
dents, he fell. into an unlucky miſtake, He cared not 
whether the authors of the ſeveral tracts were church» 
men or diſſenters, provided they were Chriſtians : this 
could not fail of giving umbrage to the true ſons of the 
church, and accordingly an Enchiridion Theologicum 
is publiſhed by the Univerſity of Oxford, in which that 


"Sb freedom 
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freedom with which ſome of the Reviews commended 


books of hereſy and ſedition, while they blamed with 
equal freedom orthodox works and defences of autho- 


rity, gave birth to the defign of a counter-review. To 
a deſign, we ſay, for a ſynopſis only has yet appeared. 
But of all loyal exertions, ſurely the moſt ſpirited and 
vigorous, is the column and half lately publiſhed by 


the Aſſociation againſt Republicans and Levellers. If it 


is wanting in argument, it at leaſt abounds in aſſertion; 


if it cannot confute the adverſary, it calls him hard 


names ; and though the author is bad at writing, he is 
excellent at ſcolding. © Miſchievous opinions—molt un- 
« diſguiſed wickedneſs—groſſeſt folly—ſelf-opinionated 
« philoſophers—ruffian demagogues—wildeſt phrenſies 
t of fanaticiſm — impoſture, fallacy, falſehood, and 
« bloodſhed—ſavage ferociouſneſs of wild beaſts—pedant 


_ « politicians — ruffian levellers—wicked men—ſubver- 


« fion of the ſtate — nefarious deſigns wicked and 
« ſenſeleſs reformers.” Theſe are ſome of the rheto- 
rical flowers that adorn this compoſition.. It is needleſs 
to anſwer ſuch invectives: they confute themſelves, 
and prove nothing but the author's want of temper and 
prudence. But it may not be amiſs to examine one or 
two of his aſſertions. About a third of the whole is 
taken from an old declamation ; and is meant to prove, 
that the co-operating induſtry of individuals produces 
public opulence; that while every one ſtruggles to ad- 
vance himſelf, ſome will be higher than others; and, 

| there- 
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therefore, that all men are not equal, For, let us 
ſuppoſe an equal diſtribution of property. When 1 
and my neighbour have divided our corn and cabbages, 
ſhare and ſhare alike, I may cut up my corn and cab- 
bages before him, and then I muſt rely either on my 
ſtrength or cunning to procure more. If I be not ſtrong 
enough to procure them by violence, I muſt have re- 
courſe to ſome ſort of labour; and the man who can 
give me food for my work, will become my maſter,— 
See here, ye audacious Levellers, how your ſcheme of 
equality is overturned by a compendious demonſtration ! 
What a pity ſuch a jewel of a proof thould be damaged 
by a flaw! | 


Hers is equality of property, a chimera which no 
Republican in his ſenſes ever defended, ſubſtituted in 
the place of natural equality, and then confuted. This 
is a common and eaſy practice, but not, perhaps, over 
laudable. A man finds an argument too hard for him 
he therefore changes it into another that he can better 


manage, and then demoliſhes the phantom of his own 


invention. If theſe gentlemen were a little more expert 
in the art of reaſoning, they might, perhaps, on re» 
flection perceive, that when they thus earneſtly confute 
a falſe propoſition, they virtually charge it upon their 


_ adverſaries ; and that there is no difference, in point of 


morality, between an implied and expreſſed falſchoods 


| Vor. IV, I | But 
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But their panegyric on our law is the boldeſt flight of 
invention that I remember to have ſeen. © The law 
« ſuffers no injury to go without a remedy, and affords 


A remedy equally to the proudeſt and the pooreſt 


% man.“ For inſtance, if it could be ſuppoſed poflible, 
for an overgrown Lord to diſtreſs his poor tenant, the 


. law would exact an ample compenſation from the Lord, 


and replace the peaſant in fatu quo, free from the effects 
of paſt injuries, and the fear of future oppreſſion. The 
only anſwer that needs be made to ſuch an aſſertion is, 
that as it never was believed by the writer, fo it never 
will be beheved by any reader. 


Yet, now and then, a ray of mercy breaks forth from 
the ſtorm of abuſe. The miſchievous opinions are al- 
lowed to be founded on plauſible topics, and ſupported 
by plaufble reaſoning. Surely, then, however wrong the 
Levellers axe, they may be honeſt in their intention, and 
only miſtaken in their argument. At another time they 


are * ſpeculative men, who have conceived ideas of per- 


« fection that never yet were known.“ This ſeems to 
be a tacit, though, perhaps, unguarded conceſſion in 
favour of the Reformers ; and the only point in diſpute 
is, whether certain alterations in our form of Gpvern- 


ment are practicable, and whether they would tend to 


the general benefit. If no excuſe can be allowed for 
thoſe unhappy men, who think that our Government 


would be rendered better, by having fewer faults, God 
| : 1 


tl 


Help the wicked:! If wiſhing for a peaceful and tempe» 


rate reform .be wicked and ſenſeleſs, we are certainly a 
ſet of reprobate blockheads : for ſuch are the avowed 


opinions of a very great part, and the real . 
of more. | 


I mean not, however, to deny, that this mazifefo has 
ſome touches of true eloquence. In particular I admire 
that ſentence, ** The inequality of rank and fortune in 
6 this bleſſed country is more the reſult of every man's 
« own exertions, than of any controuling inſtitution of 
e the ſtate.” Here is at once a plain confeſſion, that 


all the proſperity, whatever it is, that we enjoy, is due 


to the exertions of individuals, and not to the foſtering 
influence of Government; together with. a moſt bitter 
ſcarcaſm upon our preſent condition, conveyed in the 
words, © this bleſſed country.“ But I think in pru- 
dence, they ſhould have contented themſelves with de- 
fending the abuſes of the conſtitution, without inſulting 
the miſeries of the nation. 


The latter end of theſe gentlemen"s commonwealth for- 
gets the beginning. They beſtow great part of their ad- 
vertiſement upon the ſhocking French Revolution, which 
they ſee avith grief; and preſently they take no concern in 
the fruggles now making abroad. Some folks have need 


of good memories, quoth Partridge. I think there is 
nothing more in the firſt charge that requires animad- 
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verfion. Their ſecond advertiſement preſcribes an opiate, 
called a ſermon. I wiſh the readers a comfortable nap. 
One of their reſolutions of to-day is © to undeceive the 
poor people by reaſoning.” If I had been one of 
the gentlemen of this ſociety, (for it ſeems no men, or 
citizens belong to the club) I would have adviſed them 
to have omitted the words, zndeceive the people by rea- 
ſoning, which is a thing at once needleſs and impractica- 
ble. It is needleſs, becauſe the poor people are unde- 
ceived already; and it is impracticable, becauſe reaſon 
is a commodity of which theſe gentlemen ſcarcely poſ- 
ſeſs enough for home conſumption, 


At the concluſion of this laſt addreſs we are told, that 
the wicked men meet in defiance of law, but good men 
(i. e. the gentlemen of this club) meet in aid of law, If 
the firſt addreſs had not had clear marks of its origin, 
this paragraph would have ſhewn us, that it could not 
proceed but from a gentleman of the robe. None but 
a lawyer could have recommended Judge Aſhhurſt's 
Charge. None but a lawyer could have made the nice 
diſtinction juſt quoted, between wicked and good men. 


T ſhall keep a conſtant eye upon the proceedings of 
theſe gentry, and from time to time communicate my 
remarks upon them, when the ſubject ſeems to require 
it, and you think what 1 ſay worthy of inſertion, But 

| all 
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all criticiſm, or anſwering, will be uſeleſs, if they go 
on as they have begun. | 


ce Friend, for your long harangues I'm griev'd, 
« Where till ſo much is ſaid; 

« One half will never be believ'd, 
© The other never read.“ 


JACK SHERIVEF, 


* 


TO CHLOE. 
By PIII PinDAR, Ed. 


CHLOE, a thouſand charms are thine, 
That give my heart the conſtant figh ; - 
Ah! wherefore let thy poet pine, 
Who can'ſt with eaſe his wants ſu ep ? 


O haſte, thy charity dif play ; 
With little I'll contented be ! 
The kiſſes which thou throw'ſt away 


Upon thy dog, will do for me. 
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SONNET. 
By PzTER PaNDaAR, ESQ; 


OH Fortune! do-not tempt my heart 
To ſtray from her my foul adores ;: 

Amidſt thy gifts the tear will ſtart, 

And every hour her loſs deplores. 


Her languid eyes and pallid cheek 
Shall often drop on Fancy's eye: 

On Fancy's ear her fighs ſhall break, 
And all the ſoul of ſweetneſs die. 


PASTORAL BALLAD. 
By PiTzR PiNDaR,, Eso. 


THE ſwains and the virgins ſo gay 
Reſort to my fountains and groves; 
Joy follows wherever they ſtray, 
And my vales ſeem the Court of the Loves. 


But with wonder they mark me forlorn, 
Mid fountains and valleys ſo fair 

Ah! their hearts have no reaſon to mourn, 
Nor to heave the ſad figh of deſpair. 
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To 10 e, and be lov'd not a again, 
Is a curſe that embitters each hour; 
Then dull are the ſongs of the plain, 
And faded the blooms of the bower! 


But with her who will finile on our ſighs, 
Even rocks of the deſart muſt bloom, 

Pale night be a ſun to our eyes, 

ö And the dungeon depriv'd of its gloom! 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


IN the preſs, and ſpeedily will be publiſhed, The Rea- 
ſonableneſs of Conformity to the meaſures of Adminiſtra- 
tion for the time being; in which will be demonſtrated 
that political diſcuſſion and private judgement are abſolutely 
inconſiſtent with the nature and end of Civil Govern 
ment, To which will be added, An Appendix, containirig 
ſome perſuaſve ä on the profitableneſs of ſuch 


conformity. 


By the Right Hon: Wa wanTs ME. 


Puocunque modo R EM. 


14 Juſt 
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FosT publiſhed, and to he had at the Treaſury preſs, 
gratis, a new political Paper, entitled 
. THE LIE OF THE DAY. 


Clearly proving, to the apprehenſion of the meane/? 
capacities, that Liberty tends to the deflruftion of a free 


people, and that Patriotiſm is only Treaſon in diſguiſe ; 


with ſome incontroverttble arguments, to ſhew, that a 
French Jacobin and a Diſſenter from the pręſtut Miniftry 
are ſynonymous terms. 


To be continued every day in the week, Sundays not 
excepted, ys j | 


By a Society of Gentlemen in Downing-ſtreet. 


LURKING LOVE. 
By Mrs. PiOZz ZI. 


WIEN Lurking Love in ambuſh lies 
Under friendſhip's fair diſguiſe ; | 

When he wears an angry mien, 

Imitating ſpite or ſpleen ; 

When, like Sorrow, he ſeduces ; 

When, like Pleaſure, he amuſes; 

Still, howe'er the parts are caſt, 

Tis but © Lucking Love” at laſt, 


A SONG. 


eſs, 


ot 
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By the Earl of CARLISLE. 


Mr heart's mighty empire bright Celia poſſeſt, 
And reign'd a moſt abſolute Queen in my breaſt; 
Till too far ſhe preſum'd on the power that I gave, 
And from a free ſubje& ſoon made me a ſlave. 
Love's laws ſhe ſubverted with inſolent pride, 
And redreſs of my grievances ever deny'd; 

In diſtreſs to Amelia my griefs I impart, 

Amelia was deſtin'd to conquer my heart; 


She ſummon'd each beauty to riſe up in arms, 


And the tyrant drove out by the force of her charms. 


B Þ I © KR ACME 


ON ARCHERY. 


WHILE fair Thaleftris pois'd the ſhaft, 
„ How keen the point ;** ſhe ſaid; 
And when ſhe ſaw it lodg'd, ſhe laugh'd, 
To think the wound it made. 


« The arrows point bites deep, fair maid,” 
Replied a friend; “ But who, 

Without the ſofter feather's aid, 
« Could aun that-arrow true ? 
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Thus in your lovely ſex we find, 
Each charm a pointed dart; 
But *tis the ſoftneſs of the mind 
Muft guide it to the heart. 


= © HE INCONSTANT.. 


Wimsr with the fair Hermione I play? d, 
And unreſtrain'd J kiſs'd the yielding maid, 

On her gay zone, where ſhone a thouſand dies, 
In gold inſcrib'd, this adage ſtruck my eyes: 
* Kiſs me to-day, good ſwain, nor view with ſorrow,. 
Another ſhare that happinefs to-morrow.“ 


To Miss HELEN MARIA WILLIAMS. 


On reading her Novel of FULIA. 


FROM pains which hopeleſs love imparts, 
Thy charming page wauld guard our hearts ; ; 
But, Helen, while thoſe ills you trace, 
Helen, in prudence, hide thy face! 

The graces that thy ſmiles diſpenſe, 

That look of ſweetneſs, and of ſenſe, 
Incautious Maid, will make us prove 

Thy doctrine weak, oppos'd to Love!. 


NOW 
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NOW OR NEVER; * 


On, A REVEILEE To Tye CHURCH. 


O wo hall blow the brazen trump, 
By fam'd Sacheverel ſounded, 
That ſpread confuſion thro? the Rump, 
And filenc'd ev'ry Round-head. : 


Now, now, if ever, loudly bawl, 
The Church, the Church in danger!“ 
Each Prebend trembles for his ſtall, 
And eke his rack and manger. 


Peers, Knights, and Squires in league combin'd, 
Prote& your good old mother ; 

For ſhould the beldame .//ip her wind, 
You'll ne'er ſee ſuch another. 


Two hundred years and more, the dame. 
Has. tightly held together ; 

Her glorious motto ill the ſame,” 
In ſpite of wind and weather, 


Her babes of grace, with tender care, 
She fed on dainty diſhes, 
And none but they have had a ſhare 
Among the loaves and fiſhes, 
I 6 Shall 


k wo } 


Shall Preſbyterian Shreeves and May'rs 
Eat cuſtards with the wiſe men— 

Cr meetings hear the pious pray'rs 
Of Searchers and Exciſemen? 


The ſecs they prate of right and ſtuff, 
And brawl in fierce Committees, 
And. ſoon will put on. © Slue and bu, 
While Price ſings “ nunc dimittis.”” 


Roufe,. then, for ſhame ! ye church-fed race, 
With Tories true and truſty; 

Turn-on the foe your fighting face, 
And fit your armour ruſty. 


See learned Oxford, ſwift to aid, 
Pour from her lumber garret 
Artillery, long on purpoſe made, 

And pity 'twere to ſpare it!. 


Now Clarendon's laborious crew 
(Thrown by each Greek and Roman,) 
Sweat o'er the pamphlets,. vamp'd and new,. 
That threat the ſturdy foe-man. 


And where old Cam's oblivious ſtream- [ 
Draws on with current muddy, 

See Fellows ſtarting from their dream, ; 

And Heads from their brown ſtudy, 
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Welſh Parſons now together pull, 
Scar'd by ſtern H——y's rating 
(Tho? much I fear the Prelate's Bull 

Will get a curſed baiting. 


O could I praiſe, in Sternhold's lays, 

The Hampton Corporation, 

That ſprigs of bays might deck ange 
Thoſe ſages of the nation! 


Stout Warwickſhire next takes the field, 
And muſters all her ſons; more 

Than when his ſword brave Guy did wield: 
Againſt the cow of Danſinore. 


Let High Church friends ſtand firmly faſt, 
And prop the Crown and Mitre; 
They need not fear the threaten'd blaſt 
Of Prieſtley's grains of nitre. 


This time, at leaſt, our tottering houſe 
Will ſtand the ſhock, believe it; 
Or elſe the rats and Sir In R— e 

Would run away and leave it. 
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PAIITATION OF A SPANISH ELEGIAC SONNET OF GAR- 
CILASSO DELLA VEGA. 


«KO hado executivo en mis dolores,” 


„ O CRUEL fate! that from a tree ſo fair, 
The pride, the wonder of the plains around, 
Could flowers and fruit in one fell moment tear, 
And ſtrew, unpitying, on the thankleſs ground. 


Here infant loves have met an early doom; 
Loſt are my hopes, and all I priz'd below, 
Now breathleſs lies within this narrow tomb, 

Deaf to my plaints, regardleſs of my woe. 


Theſe ſtreaming tears, thou dear departed ſhade, 
For thy pale corſe poſſeſs no quick*ning power; 
Yet ſhall the mournful tribute ſtill be paid, 
And faſt, tho fruitleſs, fall the conſtant ſhower : 


Till welcome death; with lenient hand, reſtore - 
Its wonted peace to my enamour d breaſt, . 
Cloſe theſe ſad eyes that view thee here no more, 


And thoſe unſeal that ſhall behold thee bleſt !: 


SONNET, 
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SONNE T, 
Ox srNCG Ms. MERRY IN THE ROAD TO RuiNy 


. WRITTEN BY THOMAS HOLCROFPT, ESQ...” 


CHILD of Simplicity, ſweet changeling, ſay, 
Where did'it thou learn thy native woodland lay? 
Or how, by quite forgetting trick and art, 

Thus find new ways to captivate the heart ? 


Where had'ſt thou hid thy ſceptre, crown, and globe; 
Thy poniard, poifon'd bowl, and ermin'd robe? 
Or how thy ghaſtly terrors, pomp, and pride, 

For eaſe and Nature, haſt thou thrown afide 2 


Attentive Theatres, with glow divine, 
Of good grandma?, and faithtul Valentine, 

And ſpring-tide twenty-one, fit mute to hear; 
Then, while thou plead'ſt for pity, truth, and love, 
Their hands applauding what their hearts approve, 

They feel the frequent ſmile ſubdue the frequenttear. 
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THE PATRIOT FAIR, 
A 3 NN. 
By the late CHRISTOPHER SMART, NI. A. 


or PEMBROKE-HALL, CAMBRIDGE,® 


WIEN young, and artleſs as the lamb. 
That plays around the fondling dam, 
Briſk, buxom, pert, and filly, 
1 ſlighted all the manly ſwains, 
And put my virgin heart in chains 
For ſimple, ſmock-fac'd Billy. 


But when experience came with years, . 
And rais'd my hopes, and quell'd my fears, 
My blood grew blithe and bonny; 
I turn'd off ev'ry beardleſs youth, 
And gave my love, and fix*d my truth 
On honeſt ſturdy Johnny. 


But when at wake I ſaw the Squire, 
For lace I felt a new deſire, 
Fond to out-ſhine my Mammy ; 
I figh'd for fringes, frogs, and beaus, 
And pig-tail'd wigs, and powder'd clothes, 
And filken Maſter Sammy. 


* Not inſerted*in his works.. 


for 


2 


For riches next I felt a flame, 
When to my cot old Gripus came 
To hold an am'rous parley ; 

For muſic now I chanc'd to burn, 
And fondly liſten'd in my turn 
To warbling, quavering Charley. 


Thus all alike, the fools and wits, 

Fops, fidlers, foreigners, and cits, 
All charm'd me by rotation; 

Then learn from me, ye patriot fair, 

Ne'er make one ſingle man your care, 
But ſigh for all the nation 


L IN 
ADDED BY MR, HASTINGS TO MICKLE'S LUSIAD. 


In the Tenth Book of the Lufiad of Camoens, the Goddeſs 
predict to Gama the future Conqiefts of the Portugueſe 
in India. After detailing the heroic Actions of Pacheco, 
fhe laments. bis Fate in the following Paſſage, to which 
Mr. Haſtings continuing the Predictious to his own 
Times, added the ſucceeding Lines, which are diſtin- 
guiſhed by inverted Commas, 1 


TRHE lofty ſong, for paleneſs o' er her ſpread, 
The nymph ſuſpends, and bows the languid head ; 
Her faultering words are breath'd in plaintive ſighs, 
Ah! Belifarius ! injur'd chief, ſhe cries, 


Ah! 
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Ah! wipe thy tears; in war thy rival ſee, 
Godlike Pacheco falls deſpoil'd like thee ; 

In him, in thee, diſhonour'd Virtue bleeds, 
And Valour weeps to view her faireſt deeds ; 
Meeps o'er Pacheco where forlorn he lies, 

Deep in the dungeon's gloom, and friendleſs dies, 
Vet ſhrink not, gallant Luſian, nor repine 
„That man's eternal deſtiny is thine ! 

% Where'er ſucceſs th? advent*rous chief befriends, 
„ Fell malice on his parting ſtep attends ; 

“ On Britain's candidates for fame await, 

4% As now on thee, the ſtern decrees of fate. 

4 Thus are Ambition's fondeſt hopes o'er-reach'd, 
One dies impriſon d,. and one lives impeach d] 


E PIGRA M8, 
UPON A LATE PROMOTION IN THE CHURCH« 


IF praiſes, fulſomely beſtow'd, 
Diſgrace the flatt'rers who confer em; 
Alas! how dirty is the road 
Which leads from Sal'ſbury to Durham 7: 


EPIGRAMS, 
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E PIGRA M 8, 


VPON A LATE PROMOTION IN THE chVUIRCE. 


His mitred front, when Sarum rears, . 
Exalting to his brother Peers | 
Fitt's wiſe Adminiſtration ; 
The Biſhop's meaning few can doubt, 
But thoſe who do, may make it out, 
By help of « a tranſlation. : 


* JS 
—_ 


- — ———— 


WITH no mean view I give my vote, 
Cries Barrington, the Independent; 

While ſpeaking, was his view remote? 
Oh, 22 for Durham was the end on't. 


7— — 


— 


IOWN, ſays Shute, 
To gain my ſuit, 
At Shelburne's door I waited ; 
But fince thoſe days, 
(Io different ways) 
We both have been traſtated. 


EPIGR AMS, 
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UPON A LATE PROMOTION IN THE cnvncn. 


By Tae Mazxquis or LANSDOWN. 


W HENCE all this rage, my Lord, with me ? 
Your warmth of temper is furpriſing q 
I only ſaid, you ſeem'd to be 
The better of your early ring. 


th. 


BISHOPS there are, as ſome folks ſay, 
Who in their ſtalls, both night and day, 
Do little more than ſlumber: 
But ſure, if Lanſdown's tale be true, 

No man alive will reckon you, 


My Lord, amongſt the number. 


EPIGRAMS, 
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EPIGRAMS, 


WPON A LATE PROMOTION IN Ti: CHURCH. 
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I am contented with my lot, 
Exclaims a younger brother ! 

One Biſhopric from me you got, 

Says Lanſdown, and are now fo hot, 
Becauſe you wan: another. 
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TWO nameſakes, expert in a different way, 

With fo active a zeal did beſtir 'em, 

That one is tranſported to Botany Bay, 
The other trauſſated to Durham. 


TO vote with Miniſter or King, 

Which, think ye, is the wiſeſt thing 
To get preferment faſter ? | 4 

One Biſhop can this point expound, | b 


Who, having try'd them both, has found 


The man the better maſter, 


# Fd 
_ _ 
ä - 


HOWF'ER the Biſhop ſtorm'd and bluſter'd, 
The Marquis was not wrong, they ſay ; 
For had his Lordſhip not been muſler'd, 
He could not have receiv'd his pay. 


 EPIGRAM, 


* 
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E PIGR A M, 
UPON A LATE PROMOTION IN THE CHURCE. 


Mx Lord, ſaid Jenky, when the Church 

Left him and Thurlow in the lurch, 
Why don't you keep em tighter ? 

Why don't you ſee, you ſtupid dog, 

Quoth Thurlow, that they're all agog 
To get my brother's mitre? 


MORACE, ODE H. B. IN. FIRST PART, IMITAT. 
% Anguſtam Amici, pauperiem pati, &c. 


"Our hardy youth, inur'd to bear 

The extremes of ſummer's fervid air, 
And brave a wintry ſky, 

If Liberty their aid demand, 

Shall combat in her foremoſt band, 
Or well-lamented die. 


Thus Ludlow once her battle led, 
Bold Sidney labour'd, Hamden bled, 
To check a 1 N reign; 
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Hopeleſs his haughty Queen retir'd, 
For zeal each patriot boſom fir'd, 
And courtly arts were vain. 


Thus on Columbia's happy ſhore, 

When Britons, 1n a frantic hour, 

Spread war's infernal flame, 

Brave Waſhington her champion ſtood, 

And bore, e'en from the field of blood, 
A wreath of civic fame. 


So, Gallia, may thy legions prove 
The force of Freedom's generous love, 
Beyond a Deſpot's hire, 
Tho? Tyrants quit their tott'ring thrones, 
And, join'd with thy ignobler ſons 
In guilty leagues conſpire, 


Kind ſlumbers ſeal the warrior's eyes, 
W ho in a virtuous conflict dies, 
While fame inſcribes his urn, 
And calls thro* many a diſtant age, 
The aſpiring youth, and hoary ſage, 
The hero's deeds to learn. 


But tho? the abject, coward ſoul 
Stoop to oppreſſion's fell controu, 
From death no arts can ſave; 
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He falls without a patriot's praiſe, 
Without a country's love to raiſe 
Her tribute on his grave, 


O#oter 57 1792. = | „ 


HOW TO WRITE ONE OWN LIFE. 


Mx. Epirox, 


T LEARN, from the advertiſements in the papers, that 
the public are again to be amuſed by the moſt impartial 
and wonderful pieces of Biography, in which the author 
and his ſubject are to be one fleſh. I cannot help think- 
- Ing, Sir, that this is a better plan than ſome grave cri- 
tics are diſpoſed to allow. When a man writes his own 
life, he has theſe advantages: he, I may ſuppoſe, has 
ſome tolerable. acquaintance with his ſubject, a thing 
which has been formerly thought neceſſary in writing 
and, Sir, he will prevent an improper uſe of his re- 
mains; ſuch a uſe, for inſtance, as has been made of 
my old friend Dr. Johnſon, who, like a whale caſt upon 
one of our coaſts, is firſt ſhewn to the public at a ſhilling 
a head, and then the blubber is ſold for what it will 
fetch. But not to expatiate on the various uſes of 
felf-life-writing, T am to inform you, that for ſundry 


weighty reaſons I am determined to write my own lite, 
and 


F as 3 


and I ſend you this letter, that you may, by inſerting 
it, announce to the public what they are to expect. 


My plan was to be in one reſpect different from the 
common ; the common practice is to ſay every thing 
that is good of one's ſelf—now, I meant to ſay nothing 
but what is bad, very bad indeed ; and I had no ſooner 
formed this reſolution, than I ſat down to my labours ; 
but judge my ſurpriſe, when, on reviewing my paſt 
life, I could not diſcover any one thing that was worth 


hat committing to paper; not an action that would even form 
tial a caſualty- paragraph in a country newſpaper. What 
Bor was to be done in ſuch a dilemma? 1 looked for pre- 
nk. cedents, and found what I wanted. found, Oh! glo- 
* rious diſcovery! that when a man writes his own life, 
pee he is to put as little of his own life into it as poſſible, 
has and is to cram his pages with every thing elſe that old 
ws magazines, old newſpapers, old ſongs, and Old Bailey 
85 trials, can furniſh him with, Spirit of modern nt 
3201 I thank thee. 

> of | 

On The Memoirs therefore of NE, written by NYSE Lr,“ 
ling ſnall embrace ſuch a fund, ſuch a bundle, ſuch a heap, 
will ſuch a cartload of variegated, variety, as no work of the 
of kind ever contained. Contemporaries, tremble! for ye 
dry ſhall add to my ſtore. Private friends, beware! for I 
a, will drag you from your obſcurity, * Pius and Tip- 
and Vor. IV. K 


poO 
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poo Saib, come forth! for ye muſt add to my life. Old 
Kate of the North, even you muſt fwell my ſheets. 


J propoſe, after giving a decent account of my pa- 
rents, (if I can recollett them, to paſs to the ſchool in 
which I was educated, and give a biography of all my 
fellow ſcholars, from the earlieſt accounts to the preſent 
time. This cannot fail to fill up at leaſt one volume, 
Some 1 ſhall place i in reputable ſhops, whence they roſe 
to high city honours, and died ſuddenly after eating a 
Hearty dinner; fome I ſhall raiſe to be ſecretaries to great 
men, and ſtate all the tricks they played © under the 
* roſe;” ſome I ſhall ſend to foreign parts, to acquire 
riches, honour, liver-complaints, and the curſes of their 
country; ſome are to paſs into the church, and without 
as much religion as will lie in the corner of their eye, 
ſhall riſe to great preferment ; ſome will be drowned in 
an evil hour; ſome fall from their horſes, and a few 
will no doubt be hanged, 


Coming into public life, my travels will form a very 
intereſting article—Topographical anecdotes of inns— 
diſtant views of larders—difſertations on damp ſheets 
— handſome chambermaids and broken-knee'd horſes 
— furpriſing accounts of ſtage-coachmen — foot- 
pads—juſtices of peace and turnpike-colleQors.—All 
theſe will give an importance to my life, The cri- 
tics. will ſay, ** Bleſs me, what a deal he has met with.” 
* Ay,” cry the ladies, and how he could go through 

* 4 it 


of 
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* It all; —yet, Lord help 'em, I am, like my brother 
biographers, no more than the pack-thread which ties 


theſe articles together. 


If I am at a ftand-ſtfll for “ nonnunguam bonus dor- 
4 zitat,”” &. I will pop into a certain great Aſſembly, 
and do the fpeakers all round, Here I ſhall have an 
opportunity for the blazing brilliance of deſcriptive de- 
coration. But my great object muſt be the zawerns—T 
ſhall give an account of every dinner I eat—what it 
conſiſted of—whether under or overdone—and the con- 
verſation that paſſed.— Genius of Boſwell, I adore thee! 
»—But here I am tempted to copy a leaf of my life— 


« April 1. Dined at the Shakeſpeare, A. The wine 
© is good.“ C. Fill your glafſes.* B. Yes, Sir.“ D. 
They are all filled.“ E. Your toaſt, Sir.“ F. The 
* ſingle married, and the married happy.“ G. That is 
* an excellent toaſt.* H. © So it is.“ I. © Gentlemen, 
© have you all drank it?“ K. All on my ſide.“ L. 
And mine.“ ; 


Converſation Fike this gives one a good idea of the. 
characters of the party, but I ſhall aſſiſt-the reader by 


a few biographical notices of each, Tom and Dick, 
and Jack and Bill, ſhall not be nne ſhall all 
contribute to my %. 


Ks Vae 
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Volume ſixth and ſeventh I propoſe to devote to the 

theatres. If I don't find biography there, I know not 

where to find it. I have already indeed ſuch a fund— 

but I muſt tell you of ar unpleaſant affair which hap- 
pened to me at the beginning of this ſeaſon. 


Stepping up to an actreſs of ſome note, I whiſpered ig 
her ear ; c 


45 Ma'am, I want to do you.“ 
% Do me, Sir! what do you mean? 
Oh! Ma'am—only a few bints—* 
Hints! Sir 


4% Yes, Ma'am—As what is your right name? Was 
& you ever married ? Who keeps you now ? Who kept 
« you laſt year? Who will keep you next? Had you 
„% ever any children by Mr. A.,—or any by Mr. B, or 
„Mr. C, D, E, F, G, or H?—your life, Ma'am, your 


, 66 life." | l 


Here ſhe ſcreamed out murder —and in five minutes I 
found myſelf at the Brown Bear—one ſwore I had at- 
tempted murder—ancther deponent accuſed me of a 
rape but on proteſting my innocence,” the mob reſcued 
me from a falſe conception of their own, * D—n me,” 

8 +: ond 


le 
Ot 


* 1 


faid one of them, © I honour you for ſtanding up for 2 
« oze ſhilling gallery.“ 


To return to my life—I think J have already given 
you ſuch an idea of the copiouſnefs of my materials, 
that you cannot doubt my being able to raiſe a tolerable 
ſubſcription. In conducting the latter, I ſhall not pro- 
ceed, as my predeceſſors have done, by publiſhing a long 
liſt of names that are to be found in my life but I 


mall give a promiſſory note to each of my ſubſcribers, 


binding myſelf to introduce them in ſome ſhape or other 
into the body of my work. The public will thence ſee 
the neceſſity of ſubſcribing early, as the ſooner and 
the more that ſubſcribe, the more full, entertaining, 
and intereſting will my life be. 


To the practice of writing one's own life, there is, in- 
deed, one objection, and that of a very ſerious nature. 
It is ſaid, and my ſubſcribers may perhaps ſay it— 
« Your life, Mr. Eco, is a very pleaſant and charining 
„thing, but it is imperfect, you have not fnij/hed'it.” 
Now of all things I hate an imperfect book. F was 
once taten in this way myſelf: © Sir,” ſaid I to the 
bookſeller, 4 this book is imperfe&, it has neither be- 
„ ginning nor ending.” Then, Sir,“ anſwered the fel- 
low, „ it is a great bargain, for it is infinite. But to 
return to the objection; how is it to be obviated ? What 


avails it to write one's life, if one cannot finiſh it! If 
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another man muſt complete the work —Nay, I hare 
known where zwelve men have been employed in finiſh- 
ing an admirable piece of biography, nor could they 
do it without agreeing among themſelves. I profeſs I am 
puzzled how to get over this objection, but I promiſe the 
public that I will conſider it very deliberately. In the 
mean time I have to obſerve, that if ſome of thoſe la - 
dies and gentlemen who have written their lives had at- 
tended more to the finiſhing of them,. or if. they. had 


been properly finiſhed by others,. the world nw had no 
_ great reaſon to complain. 


I am, Mr, Editor, 
Your moſt obedient ſervant, 


EGO IPSE MEI. 


P. S. I had forgot to mention one thing. The work 
is to be printed on an extra ſuperfine wire-wove paper, 
hot preſſed, and is to be embelliſhed with full-length, 
full-breadth, and circular engravings of men and things 
zi $nmortaliſed in my life. 
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ey | A PINDARIC ODE. 
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he wog AvHAXLY & S » 
- r ,t, Pindar. Olymp. . 
at- O Nomen dulce Libertatis! CiekRxo. 
ad: | | 
no. By CHARLES CRAWFORD, Eſq. 
Fixs T SrxO RHE. 
'T akE, o Muſe the breathing lyre, 
And ſweep with manly ſtrength each full - tonꝰd ſtring; 
5 With bold but well-attemper'd fire, 
Waking its ecſtacy, of freedom ſing. 
ork Freedom, fair freedom, ſprang from Heav'n, 
ery | From the Supreme to man *twas giv'n; 
thy He bade him to no tyrant bow, 
ngs And ſave himſelf no Maſter know ; 
If not that Maſter “ by the people's voice, 
By their free and general choice, 
Their delegated ſcepter wield, 
And the celeſtial gift 'tis ſacrilege to yield. 
Y , * The author means to write again? a dcſpatic and not a limited 


monarchy. 
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"8 ANTISTROPHE, 


O immortal Pow'r divine! 
*Tis thine the agonies of grief to ſoothe, 
And cheer forlorn deſpair; tis thine 


The tort' ring bed of ruthleſs pain to ſmooth. 


And thou can'ſt elevate the mind, 

With ev'ry gen'rous thought refin'd, 
To the ſublimeſt action raife, 

Which lives in wide and deathleſs praiſe. 


In low debaſing vice will ſlav'ry live, 


— 


But Thou and Virtue blended thrive ; 
Eſtrang'd from thy auſpicious plan, 
Not wretched only, but contemptible were man, 


FIRST Eropx. 


His daughter thee, th' eternal erſt, 

Among his darling people nurſt. 

Nor leſs did his illuſtrious ſon, 

The glorious heav'n- born bleſſing own. 
To form on equal rules the plan 

He taught, which faſtens man to man; 

That all who feel th” ethereal fire, 

Are ſons altke of one great fire, 


O] could the doctrines which he deign'd impart, 


Not on the tongue be ſettled, but the heart, 


No 


C vn } 4 


No more the ſons of Africa oppreſt, 

In ſervitude and ignorance ſhould pine, 

But when by freedom animate and bleſt, 

Of Genius alſo know the flame divine 

Then ſhould the cheerleſs deſart * raiſe her voice, 
And, like the fragrant roſe, ſhould blofſom and rejoice, 


SECOND STROPHE. 


Thou rais'd th' Athenian name; | 
In war þ as arts, inſpir'd by thee, they ſhone, 
And gain'd the pinnacle of fame; | 
Thou gave the bright ſucceſs at Marathon. 
*T was thy dread ſpirit then poſſeſt, 
With pow'rful rage that ſwelPd, each breaſt ; 
And ftrang each arm with finewy force, 
To check th? invading tyrant's courſe. 
From thy enthuſiaſm, elevate, ſublime, 
As fierce as fire, as fix'd as time, 
Each ſoldier like a hero dar'd, 
And the illuſtrious chiefs like demigods appear d. 


* See Jeremiah, chap. 24+ 
+ The Athenians, however, committed ſome Forrible cruelties in 
War. 
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SECOND ANTISTROPHE.«- 


Nor leſs at th' auſpicious traits 
Thy genuine holy valour flam'd, to aid 
Of leaguing Greece the ſiſter ſtates, 
Where Zſchylus his country's warriors led. 
O name, deſerving high regard !* 
A patriot! and a laurel'd bard ! 
The Muſe will oft to glory fire, 
Sublimeſt purpoſes inſpire. 
There the fam'd Spartan, with a little band, 
Unnumber? thouſands dar*d withſtand, 
(For virtue force unequal braves! | 
And baffl'd for awhile the Perſian's fear- ſtruck ſlaves. 


SECOND EPODE., 


How did of old majeſtic Rome 

The green and untorn laurels bloom! 
What heroes, ſages, ſhe diſplay'd, 
Her faſces when her conſuls ſway'd! 


* Though I think there is ſomething noble, confidering his ſitua- 
tion, in the Tragedies of Æſchylus, yet I am no advocate for a mo- 
dern theatre. Chriſtianity and reaſon forbid it. In Epheſus, where 
Paul planted the Goſpel, and where there was a magnificent theatre, 
the firſt Chriftians made a warm oppoſition to theatrical repreſenta- 
tions. They ca aſe great irre, ularities, eſpecially im lower life. 


\ And 
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And when, if aught *gainſt thee were aim'd,. 
The tribune, trumpet- tongu'd, * proclaim'd, . 
Th' unhallow'd deed with ſpreading fire, 
And rous'd th' avenging people's ire. 

But when enerving luxury had broke- 

Her vig'rous ſpirit to th' imperial yoke, 

Their fair leaves then her verdant laurels droop'd,. 

Or in mad violence were rudely rent;. 

And ſhe to baſeſt profligacy ſtoop'd, , 

Greedy of vices, as to ſlav'ry bent; 

And of that univerſe the ſcorn became, 

Whoſe wonder ſhe had rais'd by her a rous Fo 


* THIRD STROPHE.. 


Let the ſlow-wing'd bird of night, 
For ſo by thrifty nature twas deſign'd, 
Hating the genial beams of light, 

Be to his vile obſcurity confin'd.. 
Let him to vent'rous action loth, 
Obſcenely droop in dreaming ſloth. 
But 'tis the eagle's part to mount, 
Up to the day's fire-darting fount, 


With his energic wings the clouds to ſpurn, 
dere And then, when ſar above them borne, 
tre, | With fearleſs and fix'd eyes to gaze 

* On the majeſtic ſun in his meridian blaze. 


* Provoco ad populum. 
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THIRD ANTISTROPHE. 


What monuments of proud gold, 
To firm and gen'rous patriots ſhould we raiſe ? 
For their diffuſive virtue bold, 
The muſe ſhould give them to eternal praiſe, 
Such was the wiſe Naſſau, who broke 
The gloomy Spaniards? galling yoke, 
And rais'd depreſt Batavia's Name, 
To wealth, to freedom, and to fame. 
The eagle * ſuch, of the ſame daring neſt, 
Who reſcu'd Britain when oppreſt ; 
And where a bigot tyrant ſway'd, 


The hallow'd banner of juſt liberty diſplay'd. 


Taiz EepoDE. 


But Britain oft, O' nymph belov'd! 
Thy ſpirit-ſtirring voice hath mov'd ; 


* There was ſomething truly noble and magnanimous in William 


the Third. He ſays, among other things, to the Engliſh gentry, who 
firſt went to him at Exeter, „ You fee we are come, according to 
«« your invitation and our promiſe. Our duty to God obliges us to 
«. protect the Proteſtant Religion, and our love to mankind your li- 
64 berties and properties—it. is our principle and reſolution rather to 
« die in a good cauſe than live in a bad. one; well knowing that 
virtue and true honour is. its true reward, and the happineſs of 
« mankind our great and only deſign.” Lord-Sommers on Govern- 
ment, Þ- 126. 


Then 
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Then moſt from John, when ſhe obtain'd, 
Thte ſacred deed which pow'r reſtrain'd ; 
A deed that's fraught with latent good, 
That merits being underſtood, 
That gives no licence to confine 
The debtor,* in a jail to pine. 


* Nullus liber homo capiatur vel impriſonetur nifi per legale judi- 
cium parium ſuorum. Magna Charta. See Conſiderations on the 
Law of Inſolvency, with a Propoſal for a Reform, by James Bland 
Burges, Eſq. of Lincoln's Inn. Some may conceive, that the ſcheme 
to prevent, at the firſt, the arreſt of Debtors, upon the mere oath of 
the party intereſted, is romantic and viſionary. At all events, how- 
ever, I think, that when a debtor, who has not acted fraudulently, 
will ſurrender all he is worth to his creditors, it is wrong to keep him 


in jail. The fate of Pennſylvania has long ated upon this humane 


and wiſe principle. But the glorious circumſtances in which Ame- 
rica ſhould be imitated by Britain, and all the nations of the world, 
are the having no eſtabliſhed church, and the unlimited toleration 


which is granted in the United States to all ſects of religion. It has 


been thought by ſome, that theſe circumſtances would injure the cauſe 


of true religion, and would produce inceſſant contentions. On the 


contrary, they have been found the moſt favourable to the cauſe of 
religion and peace. The payment of tithes is a violation of religious 
freedom, and a diſgrace to England. In Scotland they are happily 
free from this badge of Slavery as well as in America. France has 
alſo lately ſhaken it off. It is to be confeſſed, however, that in Ames 


rica there may be danger from the unlimited indulgence which is given 
to the Roman Catholics. Some ſalutary, prudent reſtraint, and no- 


other, ſhould be laid upon them, to prevent their overturning the 
government, where ſcars of ſuch a proceeding are rationally to be en- 
tertained, | py 
| O Brie 
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G Britain! form'd by Nature's partial hand, 


Phe ſeat of Arts, renown'd, delightful land! 
Think oft upon the fame of ancient Rome, 

Whoſe eagles to remoteſt regions flew; 

And learn this leſſon from her awful doom, 

That the ſame judgements the ſame crimes purſue z; 


The God who her chaſtis'd may not ſpare thee ; 


Revere his laws, give others freedom, and be free. 


FOURTH STROPHE.- 
Dire ſuperſtition aim'd 
An influence eternal o'er the mind; 
A privilege from Heav'n ſhe claim'd 


To lord it uncontroul'd o'er all mankind. 


The ſword, the jail, the rack ſne us d, 

All Nature's deareſt rights abus'd ; 

Againſt her cries ſhe ſhut her ears, 

Wading through ſeas of blood and tears. 
At length ſhe made the blaſphemous pretence, 

Which ſhocks each principle of ſenſe, 

That equal rev'rence ſhould be giv'n 


To her tribunal,.as to that auguſt of Heav'n. 


FouRTH: ANTISTROPHE:. 


But now, O peſtilent pow'r ! 
Of man, the ſcourge, the tempter, and the ſnare, . 


Is 


( a7 I 
Is coming thy appointed hour, 
Fhy prieſts no longer their aſſignments bear. 
Over thy ſad devoted land, 
The fierce avenging angel's hand 
Is rais'd,- deſtruction wide to ſpread, 
Nor will, it is enough, be ſaid, , 
That city *till, of tyranny the nurſe, 
Feel in th' extreme the blaſting curſe ;: 
Till o'er her ſtreets, a ruin'd heap, * 
Forlorn the owl -ſhall cry, and hideous ſatyrs leaps 


FourTH! 


* Almoſt every commentitor of eminence upon Scripture ſup- 
poſes, that the living and viſible city of Rome will be made deſolate - 
after the 1260 years of papal uſurpation are expired. They differ: 
about the time when theſe years are to expire. The celebrated hiſ- 
torian Thuanus tells us, that about the time of Henry the Fourth, 
of France, many fuppoſed the day was then come wherein the papal ' 
power would be finally aboltiſhed. The ſame hopes were entertained. 
about the time of William the Third of England. It is natural to 
anticipate the day of its deſtruction: wiſdom, however, .ſhould in- 
ſtruct us, not to attempt the final deſtruction of the papal power till 
the time is fully ripe. If 1260 years are determined by the prophets 


of the Almighty for the uſurpations of the papal power, that power 


cannot longer continue; and in a premature attempt to extirpate it 
we may be overwhelmed with ridicule and ruin. It is ſaid in Reve- 
lations, „And the ten horns which thou ſaweſt upon the beaſt, theſe 
& ſhall hate the whore, and ſhall make her deſolate, and naked, and 
<< mall eat her fleth, and burn her with fire. For God hath put in 
« their hearts to fulfil his will, and to agree, and give their Kingdon 
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FourTH EPODE, 


How has the wild fanatic race 

Of Mahomet, O foul diſgrace ! 
Tormented all the Chriſtian world ! 
How their inceſſant vengeance hurl'd! 
How our free children have they borne, 
From all life's ſweeteſt comforts torn, | 
To labor at the oar in chains, 

Or feel the whip's corroding pains ! 


& unto the beaſt, until the words of God ſhall be fulfilled. And the 
« woman which thou ſaweſt is that great city which reigneth over 
« the kings of the earth.” Chap. xvii. ver. 16, 17, 18. In the 
fame chapter it is ſaid, «© And the ten horns which thou ſaweſt are 
& ten kings.” Ver. 12. And a little before,“ The ſeven heads are 
& ſeven mountains on which the woman fitteth.” Ver. 9. It ſeems 
here to be plainly foretold, that the various empires which formerly 
ſupported the power of Rome, (which is ſeated on ſeven mountains) 
ſhall, after a certain time, be the inſtruments of its deſtruction. The 
King of France, who was called the eldeſt ſon of the church, has 
lately annihilated, or has been made to annihilate, the papal power in 
his dominions. When Spain, Portugal, Naples, Poland, Venice, &c. 
follow the footſteps of France, then it would be prudent for thoſe who 
are in Rome to fly from it as haſtily as they can. See my Obſer- 
vations upon the Dowafal of the Papal Power, and the Conſequen 
Events, . 


But 
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But not far diſtant is the glorious time, ® 
The day foretold by ancient ſeers ſublime, 


* „ And the king of the north ſhall come againſt him like a 
e whirlwind, with chariots and with horſemen, and with many ſhips.” 
Daniel, chap. xi. ver. 40. The idea of maintaining a balance of 
power in Europe, is in many reſpects deſerving of commendation, 
provided it does not militate againſt the fulfilment of the prophecies. 
Our Saviour himſelf ſaid, „ I am not come to deſtroy the prophets, 
ce but to fulfil.” It will appear, if we attend to Daniel, to be cer- 
tainly foretold, that Ruſſia ſhould overcome the Turks at an ap- 
| pointed time. It would be wiſe, one would think, in the Chriſ- 
tian powers, at the arrival of this time, (which I think will be im- 
mediately after the annihilation of the papal power) te co-operate 
with the Ruſſians, and to conquer ſome. of the Turkiſh provinces 
for themſelves, that the power of Ruſſia might not be too far ag- 
grandized. The power of the Turks and of the Barbary ſtates may, 
in ſome meaſure, be immediately abridged. It is difficult to ſay how 
far. There is a certain odious crime, the diſgrace of humanity, te 
which the Turks are extravagantly addicted. This, with their be- 


lief in predeſtination, J conceive to be the cauſes of that inceſſant - 


plague which deſolates their dominions. For their high criminality 
in this reſpect, fee “ Aaron Hill's Travels into the Ottoman Empire, 
&c. p. 80. See Robertſon's edition of Salmon's Geographical Gram- 
mar, p. 422. See Fitts's Account of the Mahometans, p. 26. See 
The Preſent State of the Ottoman Empire, by Paul Ricaut, p. 111. 
See the Work of Elias Habeſci on the Ottoman Empire, in various 
places. See Corneille Le Bruyn's Travels, p. 101, 102. See various 
other authors. The elegant Buſbequius os of it, «© Quod nefas Turcis 
« familiare.” Epiſtol. p. 1 9 

When 
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When Ruſſia, like a whirlwind, ſhall o'erthrow- 
Their forces numberleſs, when in the rear, 
Of this invet'rate and intrepid foe, 
The hungry vulture hov'ring in the air, 
Shall aſk, in ſcreams, their carcaſes for food, | 
And not to part from thence *till drunken with their 


ZZ 01 0L.00'v-E 


Written by a young Gentleman of Bridgwater, and ſpoken 
in the Character of Violante, in the Comedy of the 
Wonder. The Play was acted by Defire of the Union 
Lodge in Exeter. 


Ys, who poſſeſs that ſecret, which to gain 

We oft have ſued—as often ſued in vain ; 

Ye whom th” entreaties of the fair you love 

In ſome ſoft moment, never yet could mov OD 

Once more with you, the Brethren of the Union, 

Our injur'd ſex claims full and free communion. 

Nay, after what you've heard and ſeen to-night, 

We aſk no favour—we demand our right; 

Since neither fear, nor ſhame, nor love, could wreſt: 

The ſacred truſt from Y7olante's breaſt. 

And let me tell you, Sirs, the trial's ſuch, . 

doubt you'd — were you preſs'd half fo much.: 
Well: 


* 
he 


1 
Well tken—out with your ſecret what, all dumb? 
Will you accept of us? Deuce take your mum. 
J vow theſe Maſons are mere Turkiſh fools, 
Who dare believe we women have no ſouls; 
And yet I'm ſure, amongſt em all who flout us, 
Not one can fancy paradiſe, without us. 
But henceforth, if they {till deny our merit, 
We'll ſhow them, if no ſoul—we have a ſpirit. 
*Tis plainly all a plot againſt your wives, 
But we ſhall lead your worſhips bleſſed lives. 
Ye who ſo gay abroad with aprons roam, 
May, ſadly, find the breeches worn at home; 
Maſters of Lodges, not ſo of their houſes, 


May read their treas'nous lectures *gainſt their ſpouſes ; 


But fay, ye gallant ſons of architecture, 

Could we not match you with a—curtain-le&ure ? 
Should this not mend you, we ſuch tricks may ſhow, 
As did the ſex ſome thouſand years ago. 

The ladies then, (who dare the fact diſpute ?Y 

As now were curious—and ye men as mute. 

At length, beyond all female patience grown, 
They conſlituted Lodges of their own; 


Had their own words, and ſigns, and (doubtleſs) jewels, 


Aprons, and ſquares, and compaſſes, and trowels; 
Nay, arm'd with ſword and buckler to-defy em, 
And murder'd ev'ry male who ventur'd nigh *ems 
How *twould affright you, mute maſonic Dons, 
Should we revive the Lodge of Amazons l. 
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Heavens !—neither promiſe, threat, nor love, prevails, 


Indeed !—and will you Maſons ne'er tell tales? 
Faith, then, I'Il own it, (and 'tis but juſt t'ye) 
Since you're ſo cloſe—why, we may ſafely truſt ye ; 
For ſure (my lovely fiſters) They alone 


Can keep our ſecrets who can keep their own. 


The Mayor of Bridgwater having refuſed a Strolling 
Company Leave to act there, the following Prologne 
avas written by a young Gentleman of that Tov, and 
given to one of the Actors to ſpeak, 


DanG'RoUS ('tis oft, alas 1) and truly fad; 
Is this ſame ſlipp'ry path we actors tread ; 
The ſurly critics ſnarl, the coxcombs ſneer, 
The catcalls thunder grating on the ear; 
Or what ſtill more, for all our patience calls, 
Cold empty houſes, and bare naked walls ; 
Theſe common evils of our occupation 
We bear (God knows) with Chriſtian reſignation, 
But ſhould ſome May'r, foe to the ſpouting trade, 
In all the pomp of magiſtracy clad, 
Arm'd with his po/e-comitatus, come, 
And with his mighty fiat ſtrike us dumb ; 
What can we do? Oh! fad alternative, 
Fuſtice forbids, but Nature bids us live. 
22 There 


wy % 9 


re 


= 


There Fu/tice ſays—be filent without meat; 
Here Nature cries—open your mouths and eat; 
Juſtice muſt pardon, if we under-rate her, 

But a good actor always follows Nature. 

— Beſides, ſhall petty magiſtrates preſume 


Jo ſtint 26, Kings and Queens, in elbow room? 


Shall Princes ſtoop to Seffions? juriſdiction, 
And heroes ſink to vagrants on conviction ? 
Muſt wit be ſo retail'd by licence here, 

As pot-houſes are licens'd for ſmall beer ? 
Then may we ſee (gods! would it be endur*d!) 
Hamlet and Lear by conſtables ſecur'd, 
Ozmin confin'd by real bolts and locks, 
And royal Tamerlane ſet faſt in ſtocks ; 

The fair Ophelia beating hemp in jail, 

And proud Roxana whipt at the cart's tail. 
Oh! all ye powers of verſe, avert the deed! 


Forbid it, Phoebus, ev'ry Muſe forbid ! 
At the ſad thought e*en Comedy turns pale, 


And Tragedy finks breathleſs at the tale. 

Come then, ye kindlier ſouls, whoſe hearts benign 
Welcome to-night the wand”ring travellers in; 

Your juriſdiction at this bar we own, 

And here ſubmitting to this court alone; 

At the tribunal of this little Drury, 

Acknowledge you our lawful judge and jury; 

And ſhould this Bench, with wonted candour hear us, 


Their ſolemn verdic ſhall commit or clear us. 
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——Ye fair, were you our advocates the while, 

'To plead our cauſe, with one ſoft winning ſmile, 
This court with power ſarely muſt acquit us, 
And no inferior power will dare commit us, 


A TRUE ACCOUNT OF THE 
PROVIDENTIAL ESCAPE OF DAVID KEGWIN, 


Or his Paſſage from Calais to Dover, ſailing alone in the 
open Boat, called The Poor Man's All, burthen about 
ve Tons, formerly a large Ship's Long Boat, roſe upon 
"with a Loop Stern; ſhe had then a Jib, Foreſail, æ 
Sprit Main: ſail, and a Sprit Mizen. 


I CAME out of Calais Pier about half paſt one o'clock 
P. M. on Sunday October the gth, 1791, with a freſh 
gale at ſouth, ſteering the direct courſe for Dover, and 
in about an hour, finding the gale increaſed, I brailed up 
the mizen, but the ſea running very high, and the wind 
coming to blow hard, I hawled the fore ſheet a weather 
to lay the boat to; finding her unable to lay to under 
this ail, I let go the main and fore ſheets, hawled aſt. 
the jih ſheet to prevent her from coming about, and 
ran forward, hawled down the fore ſail, bratted up the 
main fail, hawled the ſheet aft, and laying to under 
this ſnug fail ; the boat was at firſt very lively, but la- 


bouring hard in the fea, ſoon after ſprung a leak ; when, 
4: a — taking 
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taking to my pump, I worked hard till my g utter was 
waſhed overboard, and my pump became thereby uſe- 
leſs ; I bailed her till the water gained ſo faſt, that the 
boat being unable to riſe to the ſea, ſhipped a heavy 
ſea, and went down ſtern foremoſt ; upon this unfor- 
tunate event, I ſhould have gone if I had not got on a 


ſpare yard, and ſupported myſelf, in this dreadful fitu- 
ation, till the boat having ſhot her ballaſt out, roſe with 


her bow about twe inches out of water, on which 
(though I declare I could never ſwim before) I ſwam to 
her, and getting aſtride her bow, I held faſt by the gun- 
nel, ſhe laying on her broadfide, with her bowſprit out 
'of water. I thus ſupported myſelf, however, about 
two hours and a half, when a packet, which I have 
fince learned was the King George, out of Calais-road, 
came within a quarter of a mile of me; I called out as 
loud as I could, and waved my hat, but, being almoſt 
ſpent, could make nobody hear or ſee me, for the ſea 
was ſo high, that 1 was almoſt as much under as above 
the water; my hopes were now all over, being about 
half ſeas acroſs, and having been driven againſt the 
bowſprit ſeveral times, though I was kept by it on 
the wreck till I was almoſt exhauſted, and my ſtrength 
nearly gone. After the packet was out of my fight, I 
ſaw a brig going to the back of the Goodwin Sands, 
but it grew ſo hazy and thick with the rain, that I loſt 
ſight of her directly, and could neither find voice, for 
that was gone, nor make any ſignal ſo as to be notic:d 


] then, 
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with the Mercy of God, I owe my life and preſerva- 
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T then, as the night coming on put an end to all hopes, 
gave myſelf up, and had only to look for death !—— 
when caſting my eyes around, I ſaw, over my right 
ſhoulder, a Deal boat at, I believe, about a quarter of 
a mile diſtance; 1 waved my hat to them with one 
hand as well as I could, holding the gunnel with the 
other as faſt as my ſtrength would allow, but in doing 
this I was driven off again againſt the bowſprit; I 
luckily, however, throughout preſerved my hat, which 
I took care to attend to very particularly, and being 


deep in the crown I never had it waſhed off, though 1 


was often under water, as the wet made it ſtick on my 
head the faſter. The Deal boatmen, as they told me 
afterwards, on their firſt noticing my appearance, took 
me, by reſemblance, to be a large fiſh's fin ; but one 
of them took the glaſs, and ſaid it was a ſmack ſunk, 
for he ſaw the vane at the maſt head, which was the 
waving of my hat. Upon the third fight with the glaſs, 
the man who looked through it immediately called aft, 


For God's ſake hard a weather, for it's a wreck with a 


man upon it; on which they inſtantly ran down as near 
as they could, lowered the foreſail, and rowed to me, 
but the ſea at that time running ſo very heavy over me, 
they thought ĩt impoſſible to ſave me; however, after being 
in this dreadful ſituation, between three and four hours, 
which I have, as well as I could, given a true account 
of, I was, by the aſſiſtance of theſe boatmen, to which, 
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tion, picked up about ſix o'clock at night. They 

ſhifted me dry, gave me nouriſhment, and every kind 

treatment, and * me ſafe on ſhore at Dea. 
DA VID KEGWIN, 


Taz EPISTLE or PENELOPE ro ULYSSES, 
"ME run 
FIRST EPISTLE or OVID, 
: TRANSLATED RY 
HENRY SIDDONS. 


'T a1s to ber hero, ſlow to caſe her. pain, 
Penelope commits to croſs the watry main ; 

Take not the pen to eaſe my fierce alarms, 

But bring yourjelf, an anſwer to my arms. 

The ivy-mantled tow'rs of Troy profound, 

Now ſtretch'd in mighty ruin preſs the ground F 
Yet, all her legions clad in glittering ſteel, 
Would ſcarcely recompenſe the pangs I feel. 

O how I wiſh the raging torrent's force 

Had whelnm'd the traitor in his fatal courſe, 

When firſt by love, and guilty paſſion led, 

* The cars'd adulterer ſoil'd the Spartan bed! 


* Alluding to Paris, who being ſent on an embaſſy to Sparta, found 


75 means to ſeduce Helen, the wife of Menelaus, and convey her to his 
on country. Menelaus, ſtung by the affront, raiſes an army againſt 


the Trojans, and a ten years ſiege is the conſequence. 


. IV, | | L 1 : Then 
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| Then had not I by ſtruggling fancies torn, 
' Preſs'd my cold couch of every hope forlorn ; 
Then had not I, to pale ey'd grief a prey, 
Watch'd the flow moments of the lingering day, 
Nor had the dancing threads upon the loom, 
Deny'd to ſhorten the nocturnal gloom. 

Woes more than poſible engage my cares, 

For love's a thing compos'd of doubts and fears. 
Now ruſhing on, L view the ſanguine train; 
And Hector's name awakens every pain. 

And when of dead * Antilochus J hear, 

Pierc'd thro? the breaſt by the Hectorean ſpear, 
With ſhuddering limbs the ſtory I purſue, 
'Then ſcreaming, think Iſee them murdering you. 
Or when fictitious arms deny'd to fave, 
The lov'd + Patroclus from his deſtin'd grave; 
Or at the tidings of + Sarpedon's force, 

My ebbing blood br left its natural courſe. 
Theſe when I hear, a victim to deſpair, 

Can naught avail, T cry, againſt devouring war / 
Nay, every chief, by Trojan arms ſabdu'd, 
With ſhivering fear has curdl'd up my blood; 


* Antilochus, a Grecian. ſlain by Hector. 3 
+ Patroclus flain in the armour which was lenthim by Achilles. 


t the conqueror of Hepolemus. The fears which agitate the mind 
of Penelope for the ſafety of her huſband, here moſt beautifully deſcribe 


' the anxiety: of an ee witc. 


But 
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But the kind God, who guards the nuptial ſtate, * 

Has ſnatch'd my hero from the jaws of fate. 
Troy ſmokes, and conquering laurels crown your toil, 
Our chiefs return, effulgent in the ſpoil; 

Our hallow'd fanes the bright rewards receive, 

And ſmiling matrons view their huſbands LIVE. 
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Our warriors now with glowing ardour tell, 
How Troy by their united efforts fell ; 
Old age, with warp'd attention hears the tale, 
Whilſt ſmiling damſels wonder and grow pale, 
Hang on each Hllable their hero ſpeaks, 
And caſt their ſnowy arms around their necks. 


Here when the table's clear*'d, ſome glowing knight 
Brings Troy's proud ſtructures to the wond'ring ſight, 
And as the boxvl the generous juice imbibes, 

All + Ilion's wonders to his friend deſcribes. 

Here awful Priam kept his throne ſublime, 

And there Achilles lov'd to paſs his time; | * "= 
With ſtraining nerve J hear them mark the ſpot, 
Where my Us conquer'd as he fought : 
Here gurgled ? Simols thro? the daiſied mead, 
And there $ Sigeia rais'd its towering head. 


* Hymen. 
+ Tlion, a name for Troy. 
+ Simois, a river in Troy. 


I Sigeia, the land in which Achilles was buried in the Trojan ter- 
ritories. 
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Theſe ſnow-crown*d Neftor to your ſon relates, 
And ſends him hence t' explore his father's fates ; 
When he returns, the ſtrippling brings me word 
Of * Rheſus conquer'd by thy fatal ſword ; 
Who murder'd ſleeping, guſh'd a purple flood, 
Of + Dolon toa, by ſtratagem ſubdu'd. ; 
Ah! too unmindful of your anxious wife, 
In Thracian camps to truſt ſo dear a life ; 
Againſt ſo many chiefs to wage the war, 
And only g one th' Herculean taſk to ſhare. - 
But, O dear wanderer ! with more caution move, 
And e'er the dangers of the fight you prove, | 
Reflect one moment on the wife you love. 


O how my heart with anxious cares was rent, | 
When firſt you ſought the Thracian monarch's tent, 
Till fame's loud trumpet bad me fear no more, 
And from their camps the captive ſteeds you bore. 
Yet I am ftill an alien to joy, | 
And reap no *vantage from the fates of Troy ; 

Their turrets ſtill for me might prop the ſkies, 
Since ſtill Mes ſhuns theſe aching eyes. 

To crown the hopes of others roſe the flame, 
But ſad Penelope is fill the ſame . 


-* Rheſus, a king of Thrace, killed by Diomedes and Ulyſſes in his 
tent. 
+ A Trojan, employed as a ſpy, and Killed by Ulyſſes after he had 
peen forced to betray the ſecrets of his camp. 


þe Diomedcs. 
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„ 
Now ſprings the yellow corn enrich'd with blood- 
Where once the cloud-capp'd tow'rs of Lion flood. 
Fal- buried bodies our rough ploughſhares break, 
The waving graſs conceals the bulky wreckk! 
From Troy a conqueror you bent your way, 
Nor can we gueſs the cauſe of your delay; 
, Nor may I know what region 1s ſo bleſt, 
As to encloſe: my hero in its breaſt. 
No ſhip has landed on our friendly coaſt, 
But with your fate each moment was engroſs'd. 
When you return, my fears that you are ill, 
To wake your love I preſs'd the downy quill ; 
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To Nefor's realms my meſſengers repair, 
Search every nook, but no Ulyſles there. 

The Spartan regions next my ſpies explore, 

But ſoon return uncertain as before. 

I had been. bleſt, had Nion's ſacred tow'rs 

drill roſe protected by th' immortal pow'rs. 

I may be angry, childiſh in my fears, 

But war alone had then engag'd my cares ; 

But now, unknowing what I off ſhould ſhun, 

A thouſand different evils raiſe from one; 

A. vaſt expanſe of ſorrow greets my ſight, 

+ Earth ſea and air give equal cauſe of fight. 


*The anxiety of a lover in the abſence of the object of one's affec- 
tions, Ovid here pathetically deſcribes.—- | 


es in his 
Quæcunq; æquor habet quæcunq; pencula telus, 
r he had | | Tam longe cauſas ſuſpicor efſe moræ. 


L 3 | But 
Now a | 


E 
But ah ! whilſt J in filent anguiſh mourn, 
And pour forth pray*rs and tears for your return; 
You may, perhaps, forgetful of my name, 
To ſome /#perior ſlranger yields my claim: 
Or if a thought of ne ſhould reach your mind, 
Lou yeer the ruſtic w/e you left behind, 
Whoſe humbled das is her greateſt care; 
This you relate to your exulting fair. 
O may theſe thoughts deceive my jealous eye! 
They do, they do, and like the winds they fly. 


By thirſt of lucre, now my father led, 
Commands me to deſert my widow'd bed; 
Still let him chide, Uly/es is my 1:fe, | 
And while I breath I muſt be call'd i vi. A 
With pray'rs and ſobs my melting fire I move, 
Who curbs the zeal of thoſe who ſeek my love; 
Dulichians, Samians, and Zacynthians crowd, 
All breath their impious vows of love aloud ; yo 
With noiſy revelry your roofs profane, 
And in your caſtle, unmoleſted reign. 
Why ſhould I tell you of Piſandrus bold, “ 
Medon, and Potybus, to pity cold ; 
Eurymachus, and all th* infernal brood, 
Who waſte your ſores, and feed upon your blood 4 


. tory of Penelope's undoing by night the work ſhe had per- 
formed by day, is a tory ſo well known, that it would ſeem tedious to 
repeat it here. Fiſandrus, &c. are theſe ſuitors. 


E'en 
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E' en Hus, once the meaneft of our Slaves, 
Urges his paſſion, and my anger braves; | 
The Goatherd too, to finiſh your diſgrace, . . 
Immenſe Melanthius, holds a foremeft place: 
Three helpleſs wretches, here we drag our lives, 
And firſt my/elf, moſt deſtitute of wives; 
Laertes, and Telemachus, our joy, 
But ſome dark eme has robb'd me of my boy. 
To ancient Pylos now his courſe he bends, _ 
Far from theſe walls and his unwilling friends, 
Grant this, ye pow'rs, may fate in order run, 
And give to cloſe our eyes the darling ſon ; 
This each domeſtic of the caſtle crawes, 
The ancient nurſe, his ſhepherd, and his ſlaves. 
. Your fire Laertes, haſt'ning to his end, 
\ No longer can by arms his rights defend: 
His foes, his threats and impotence de/p:/e, 
And waſte his precious ſtores before his eyes. 
O may Telemachus, if yet he live, 1 
Blooming in health the needed ſuccour give! 1 
1 have not frength to force them back again, : 
Come, my Ulyſſes, eaſe me of my pain: 
Drive theſe devouring bloody ſporters hence, 
Thou art our prop, our altar, and defence. 1 
Vou whom our youthful progeny may claim, 
To point him early to the road of fame ; 
per- View your poor ſire, Laertes, ere he die, | 
TO Who treads the utmoſt verge of deſtiny. pop, 


ben L 4 J, who 


( 224 J 
I, who when laſt you claſp'd me in your arms, 
(So time can change us) warm'd you with my charms ; 
Yet when returning, for :boſe charms you ſeek, 
Old age's wrinkles may deform my cheek. 


$3 DM 
WaIrTN BY JAMES THOMSON, 


IN HIS EARLY YEARS, AND AFTERWARDS SHAPED 
rox His AMANDA.® 


how a MS. in the Collection of the Earl of Bebe 


FOR ever, Fortune, wilt thou prove 
An unrelenting foe to love ; | 
And when we meet a Saks heart; 
Come in between and bid us part; 
Bid us ſigh on from day to day, 

And wiſh and wiſh the ſoul away; 
Till youth and genial years are flown, 
And all the life of life is gone! 

But buſy, buſy MI} art thou, 

To bind the lovelefs joyleſs vow, 
The heart from pleaſure to delude, 
Aad join the gentle to the rude ; 


* Extracted from the Earl of Buchan's Lives of the Poets, Thom- 
| ſon, and of Fletcher of Saltoun. Printed for I. Debrett, — 


For 
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For pomp, and noiſe, and ſenſeleſs ſhow, 
To make us nature's joys forego, 
Beneath a gay dominion groan, 

And put the golden fetters on ! 


ADDRESSED TO THE SHADE OF THOMSON, 
Or crowning his Buft with a Wreath of Bays, 179'. 
By ROBERT BURN, 


(FROM THE SAME.) 


I. 
WHILE virgin ſpring, by Eden's flood, 
Unfolds her tender mantle green ; 
Or pranks the ſod in frolic mood, 
Or tunes Eolian ftrains between. 


II. 


While Summer with a matron grace 
Retreats to Dryburgh's cooling ſhade, 
Yet oft delighted ſtops to trace 
The progreſs of the ſpiky blade. 
„ 
While Autumn, benefactor kind, 
By Tweed erects her aged head, 
And ſees, with ſelf-approving mind, 


Each creature on her bounty fed. 
Ls. IV. 
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IV. 


While maniac Winter rages o'er 

The hills whence claſſic Yarrow flows, 
Rouſing the turbid torrents roar, 

Or ſweeping wild a waſte of ſnows. 
So long, ſweet poet of the year, 

Shall bloom that wreath thou well haſt won, 
While Scotia with exulting tear 

Proclaims that Thomſon was her ſon. 


THE EARL OF BUCHAN'S INVITATION TO STR JOHN 
SINCLAIR, OF ULBSTER, TO BE PRESENT AT THE 
FESTIVAL OF THOMSON. 1791. : 


(F?oOM THE SAME.) 


SINCLAIR ! thou pheenix of the frozen Thule! 
O ſhape thw-eourſe to Tweda's lovely ſtream, 
Whoſe lucid, ſparkling, gently flowing courſe 
Winds like Itifſus through a land of ſong :. 
Not as of old, when, like the Theban twins, 
Her rival children tore each other's breaſts, 
And ſtained her filver wave with kindred blood: 
But proudly glittering through a happy land, 
The yellow harveſts bend along her fields ; 
Phe golden orchards glow with bluſhing fruits; 


Green- 


HM 


Sen- 
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Green are her paſtoral banks, white are her flocks, 
That ſafely ſtray where barbarous Edward raged; 
And where the din of claſhing arms was heard 
We hear the carols of the happy ſwains, 

Free as their lords, and with the purring looms, 
Hark, hark, the weaver's merry roundclay ! 

The charming ſong of Scotland's better day: 
»Tis liberty, ſweet liberty alone 

Can give a luſtre to the northern ſun. 

„Come when the virgin gives the beauteous days, 
„And Libra weighs in equal ſcales the year;“ 
Come, and to Thomſon's gentle ſhade repair, 
And pour libations to his virtuous muſe, 

Where firſt he drew the flame of vital air, 


4 Where firſt his feet did preſs the virgin ſnow, 


And where he tun'd his charming Doric reed.“ 
Perhaps where Thomſon fired the ſoul of ſong, 
Some voice may whiſper in Æolian ſtrains | 
To him who, wandering near his parent ſtream,, 
Shall o'er the placid blue profound of air 
Receive the genius of his paſſing ſhade. 

Come then, my Sinclair, leave-empiric Pitt, 
And raving Burke, and all the hodge-podge fry: 
Of Tory Whigs, and whiggith Tory knaves, 
And bathe thy genius in thy country's fame: 


Let Burke write pamphlets, and let Pitt declaim ;. 


Let us ſeek honour in our country's weal. 
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HUMOROUS EPISTLE OF THE POET THOMSON TO A 
| FRIEND, ON HIS TRAVELS. 


(10 THE SAME.) | 
ng December 7, 1742. 
Truſty and well-beloved Dog, 


HEARING you are gone abroad to ſee the world, as 
they call it, I cannot forbear, upon this occaſion, tranſ- 
mitting you a few thoughts. 
It may feem preſumption in me to pretend to give you 
any inſtruction ; but you muſt know, that Iam a dog 
of conſiderable experience. Indeed I have not improved 
' fo much as I might have done, by my juſtly deſerved 
misfortunes : the caſe very often of my betters. 
However, a little I have learned ; and ſometimes, while 
ſeemed to lie aſleep before the fire, I have overheard 
the converſation of your travellers, 


In the firft place, I will not ſuppoſe that you are gone 
abroad an illiterate cub, juft eſcaped from the laſh of 

| your keeper, and running wild about the world like a. 

dog who bas loſt his maſter, utterly unacquainted with 
the proper knowledge, manners, and converſation of 


"- Theſe 
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"Theſe are the public jeſts of every country through. 
which they run poſt, and frequently they are avoided as 
if they were mad dogs, None will converſe with them 
but thoſe who ſhear, ſometimes even ſkin them, and 


often they return home like a dog who has loſt his tail. 


Tn ſhort, theſe travelling puppies do nothing elſe but 
run after foreign bitches, learn to dance, cut capers, 


play tricks, and admire your fine outlandiſh bowling: 


though in my opinion, our vigorous, deep-mouthed Bri- 
tiſh note is better muſic. 


If a timely ſtop is not put to this, the genuine breed of 


our ancient ſturdy dogs will, by degrees, dwindle and 


degenerate into dull Dutch Maſtiffs, effeminate Italian 
lapdogs, or tawdry, impertinent French harlequins. 
All our once noble-throated guardians of the honſe and 
fold will be ſucceeded by a mean courtly race, that ſnarl 
at honeſt men, flatter rogues, proudly wear badges of 
ſlavery, ribands, collars, &c. and fetch and carry ſticks 


at the lion's court. By the bye, my dear Marquis, this. 
fetching and carrying of fticks is a diverfion you are too 


much addicted to, and, though a diverſion, unbecom- 
ing a true independent country dog. There is another 


god- vice, that greatly prevails among the hungry whelps 
at court; but your gut is too well ſtuffed to fall into that, 


What I mean is, patting, pawing, ſoliciting, teaſing, 
ſnapping the morſel out of one another's mouths, being 
bitterly envious, and infatiably ravenous, nay, ſome- 


times 


P 


vice 1 now fd 


L 230 J 


times filching when they ſafely may. Of this vice I have 
an inſtance continually before my eyes, in that wretched 
animal Scrub, whoſe genius is quite miſplaced here in 
the country. He has, beſides, ſuch an admirable talent 


at ſcratching at a door, as might well recommend him to 


the office of a court-waiter.—A word in your ear—I 


wiſh a certain two-legged friend of mine had a little of 
his affiduity. Theſe canine courtiers are alſo extremely 


given to bark at merit and virtue, if ill-clad and poor : 
they have likewiſe a nice diſcernment, with regard to 
thoſe whom their maſter diſtinguiſhes : to ſuch you ſhall 


ſee them go up immediately, and fawning in the moſt 
abject manner —aiſer leur cul. For me, it is always a 


maxim with me, 


To honour humble worth, and, ſcorning ſtate, 
Piſs on the proud inhoſpitable gate. 


For which reaſon I go ſcattering my water every where 
about Richmond. And now that T am upon this topic, I 
muſt cite you two lines of a letter from Bounce (of ce- 
lebrated memory) to Fop, a dog in the country, to a 

dog at court. She is giving an account of her generous 
offspring, among which ſhe mentions two, far above the 


— 


One uſhers friends to Bathurſt's door, 
One fawns at Oxford's on the poor |. 


Charming 


41 


Charming dogs! I have little more to fay ; but only, 
confidering the great mart of ſcandal you are at, to warn 
you againſt flattering thoſe you converſe with, and, the 
moment they turn to go away, backbiting thema vice 
with which the dogs of old ladies are much infected: 
and you muſt have been moſt furiouſly affected with it 
here at Richmond, had you not happened into a good 
family; therefore I might have ſpared this caution,— | 
One thing I had almoſt forgot. You have a baſe cuſtom, 
when you chance upon a certain fragrant exuvium, of 
perfuming your carcaſe with it. Fye |. fye! leave that 
naſty cuſtom to your little, foppiſh, crop-eared dogs, 
who doit to conceal their own ſtink. 
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My letter, I fear, grows tedious. I will detain you 
from your ſlumbers no longer, but conclude by wiſhing 
that the waters and exerciſe may bring down your fat 

- ſides, and that you may return a genteel, accompliſhed 
dog. Pray lick for me, you happy dog you, the hands 
of the fair ladies you have the honour to attend. I re- 
member to have had that happineſs once, when one, 
who ſhall be nameleſs, looked with an envious eye upon 
me. | OE. 


& 


Farewell, my dear Marquis. Return, I beg it of 
you, ſoon to Richmond; when I will treat you with [ : 
ſome choice fragments, a marrow-bone, which I will iy 

| 1 ; 0 crack. 
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crack for you myſelf, and a deſert of high-toafted 
: cheeſe. I am, without farther ceremony, 
Your's fincerely, 
WOT EF. 
Mi Dewi te too Marki. X Scrubb's mark. 


THE HERMITAGE. 
INSCRIBED TO A LADY, 


{The ſpot which is the ſubject of the following Stanzas, 
tradition records to have been formerly the retreat of 
a Hermit. Though in its preſent ſtate it no longer 
retains the charms of ſolitude, it boaſts, what may 
ſeem not leſs fitted to inſpire poetical * the 
attractions of beauty. ] 


Twas near this ſpot, Devotion's ſeat, 
The Hermit found a lone retreat, 
g And ſpent in peace his days; 
And here, remote from worldly care, 
Preferr'd his ſuit of morning pray'r, 
9 His hymn of evening praiſe. - 


At length the joyful call was given, 
"Fo ſummon him from earth to Heaven 
He died in good old age: 


RE. WE iis, IE eta! 
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Far round was known his godly fame, 
And ſtill the ſpot retains its name, 
Unchang'd,—the Hermitage. 


No more appears his moſs-clad cell, 

No more is heard his tinkling bell, 
That warn'd the hour of prayer; 

More artful ſtructures now arte, 

Far different ſounds aſſail the ſkies, 
The buſy hum of care. 


Yet beauteous ſpirits ſtill are found 
To love the confecrated ground, 
And haunt delighted there; 
Spirits they are, as poets deem, 
To others eyes they only ſeem, 
The faireſt of the fair. 


There, as the evening ſhades prevail, 
Sweet muſic floating in the gale 

Has caught my liſt'ning ears; — 
Sounds ſuch as ſteal the ſenſe away, 


And to the raptur*d ſoul convey 


The muſic of the ſpheres. 


Or, haply chanc'd I to repair, 
Awhile eſcap'd from worldly care, 
To cheer my penſive breaſt, 


Con- 
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Converſe I've heard ſo ſweet and ſage, 
As might become a Hermitage, 
And chear a Hermit's gueſt. 


Ne'er purer forms within a cell, 
Nor breaſts more pious deignꝰd to dwell, — 
Here could I ſtill remain; 
Here, midſt theſe beauteous ſpirits find 
A kindred form, congenial mind, 
But, ah | the wiſh is vain, 


Fortune denies, and duty too, 
To me ſtill ſacred, bids purſue 
The world's tumultuous ſtage,, 
Yet oft, while memory heaves a ſigh, 
Shall my fond prayer aſcend the {ky, 
To bleſs the Hermitage, | | 


Ta 
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CHATTERTON. 
It 1s recorded of the infancy of Chatterton by his mo- 
ther, that upon being aſked, what toy would afford 
him moſt pleaſure, he replied with an earneſtneſs 
that beſpoke the emotion of his mind, . A trumpet 


© to blow aloud!” Upon this circumſtance the fol- 
lowing verſes are founded, 


A VERSE to every childiſh toy, 

Why ſeize the trumpet, daring boy, 
And blow in ſtrains ſo loud and clear, 

As all th* admiring world/might hear; 
While the charm'd echo ſhould rebound, 
And give to future times the ſound ? 
Ah! what could prompt thy wiſh to claim, 
In infancy,. the Trump of Fame! © 
By what intemperate thirſt of praiſe, 
Too ſure preſage of ſhorten'd days, 
By what ambitious phrenzy led— | 
That trumpet ſounds but for the dead 
Nor knew'ſt thou then, in hope elate, 
What future evils ſhould await 

That Pride ſhould teach repulſe to feel, 
And Avarice grudge the ſcanty meal, 
Nor yet, to quench thy ardent ſoul, - 
Appear'd the hbrrors of the bowl! 
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Oh! born in infancy to plan 

A work beyond the powers of man: 
The native of ſome other ſphere, 

Thy ſpirit juſt had lighted here ; 

- By fam'd allur'd, but doom ' d to find 
Th? ingratjtude of baſe mankind, 
Indignant left its frame behind. 

The 'Frump of Fame ſhall now too late 
Announce thy genius and thy fate, 

And ſound the miogl'd blaſts of ſhame, 
With the loud honours of thy name. 


THE RIGHTS OF MEN. 
TO A LADY. 


WHILE others, Den, uſe their pen 
To vindicate the Rights of Men, 
Let us more wiſe to bliſs attend, 
Be our's the Rights, which they defend. 
Thoſe eyes that glow with love's own fire, 
And what they ſpeak ſo well infpire ; 
That melting hand, that heaving breaſt 
That riſes only to be preſt ; 
That ivory neck, thoſe lips of blifs 
Which half invite the offer'd kifs : 
Theſe, theſe, and Love approves the plan, 
I deem the deareſt Rights of Man! 


I M I 
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IMITATION OF HORACE. 


You ſhun me, Chloe, like a fawn, 

That iwitily botading o'er the lawn 
Its timid dam ucfories; _ 

In every vuth a foe ihe ices, 

A voice ſhe hears in ev'ry breeze, 
And trembles as ſhe flies: 


But why thus ſhun me, Chloe, why ? 
No lion fierce or tiger I, 
Intent on cruel joy; 
Now ripe in all the bloom of charms, 
No longer court your mother's arms, 
But bleſs fome melting boy. 


THE KISS. 


A SONNET penn'd with niceſt care, 

I fent to my indulgent fair; ; 

A ſonnet, *twas the price of bliſs, _ : 
For ſhe repaid it with a kiſs; 

A kiſs, but, oh! a kiſs ſo ſweet, 

As only favour'd poets meet, 

Where ev'ry charm of beauty ſtrove, 


© *Perfum'd with ev'ry breath of love! 


2 Still, 
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Still, ill this dear reward beſtow, 

To love and thee my ſtrains ſhall flow, 
Sweets from thy nectar'd breath I'll ſip, 
And taſte of rapture on thy lip. 

Thy kiſs repeated ſhall inſpire 

Alike new themes, and new deſire, 

A poet's ſweetneſs to my ſtrains impart, 
But all a lover's rapture to my heart. 


THE PHILOSOPHER AND THE ROSE. 


A ROSE long flouriſh'd, fair to view, 
In all the pride of bloom, 

But, trampled on, ſoon loſt its hue, 
And waſted its perfume.. DT 


A ſage beheld it as it lay, 
A tender tear he ſhed, 

And, Where thy colours once ſo gay ? 
He moralizing ſaid. 


Perhaps, faid he, I at thy fate, 
Leſs griev'd might now repine; 

But emblem of the mortal ſtate, 
My own I ſee in thine. 


To 
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TO A HANDSOME YOUNG LADY, WHO TALKED 
MUCH. 


WIILE raptur'd on your charms I gaze, 
You talk fo loud and long, 

J find you angel in your face, 
But woman in your tongue. 


When taken captive by your eyes, 
What pains I might endure! 

But happily your tongue ſupplies 
To beauty's wounds a cure. 


If lovers then you would purſue, | =_ 
Ah! learn your power to prize, 9 
Nor by your idle tongue undo 
The conqueſts of your eyes. 


* 


TO SLEEP. 


- SLEEP! ruler of the midnight hour, 
Thy courted influence ſhed, 
With gentle, but reſiſtleſs, pow*r 
Upan thy votary's head: 


Fancy, 
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Faney, with ſoothing dreams inſpire, 
To give repoſe its charms, 

And bring the nymph I moſt admire, , 

My Delia, to my arms. 


What aſk I more? Let dreams like dels 
Ariſe to Delia's view, 


And I her ſleeping fancy pleaſe, 
That ſhe may wiſh them true. 


THR isn. 


IVE often wiſh'd to have a friend, 
With whom my choiceſt hours to ſpend, 
To whom I fafely might impart 
Each wiſh and weakneſs of my heart ; 
Who might in ev'ry ſorrow cheer, 

Or mingle with my griefs a tear, 

For whom alone I'd wiſh to be, 
And who would only live for me; 
And, to ſecure my bliſs for life, 

d wiſh that friend to be a wife. 


ON 


Xx 


1 


ON A PRETTY YOUNG LADY, WHO APPEARED 
MUCH IN PUBLIC, 7. 


4 DON'T diſpute your charms of face, 
But can without emotion gaze ; 
Thus, though we own a picture fine, 
Yet who would heed it, if a fign? 


TO DELIA. 


Or earthly bliſs what moſt I wiſh to find, 
Is the affection of a kindred mind, 
From fair to fair ſtill ceaſeleſs turns my breaſt, 
And ſeeks a love in which at laſt to reſt. 
I boaſt not fortune's gifts, as little claim 
The ſplendour of a long-deſcended name; 
I only boaſt a heart with paſſion mov'd, 
That, loving, likewiſe merits to be lov' d. 
Say, Delia, ſay, could you for me forego | 
Of wealth the pleaſure, and the pomp of ſhow, 
Theſe williagly reſign, content to prove 
The humbleſt fortune with the man you love? 
| Pleas'd in his pleaſure, could you alſo ſhare, 
And, by dividing, eaſe the load of care; 
His labours with your tenderneſs beguile, | 
And cheer the frowns of fortune with a ſmile? 
N Could you, when moſt forſaken and diſtreſt, 
I hen cloſeſt claſp him to your friendly breaſt ? 
Vol. IV. And 
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And to his woes, when hopeleſs of relief, 
0 Aford the ſympathy of mingl'd grief? 
When fick, caxild you ſubmit my bed to tend? 
When dying, ſmoothe my paſſage to my end? 
And to my mem'ry, when departed, true, 
My aſnes with a tender tear bedew ? 


Could you do this, what is there will not 1 


With patience ſuffer, or with courage try ? 
For you I'll bear to live, or dare to die; 

Life till will ſhew, and death confirm me true, 
And my laſt thought ſhall fondly dwell on you. 


'ON THE DEATH OF AN INFANT. 


LIKE ſome fair flow'r of tender hue, 
That finks, oppreſt with early dew, 
That riſes and that fades at morn, 
And almoſt dies as ſoon as born: 
Scarce granted to the light of day, 
Ere ſnatch'd, for ever ſnatch'd away; 
For thee, become but newly dear, 
Already parents thed the tear. 
Happy, who life with honour ſpend, 
Or meet, like thee, an early end ! 
Next to a life in virtue ſpent 
| Is death of obe ſo innocent. 


L 7. 


AN ELEGY. 


AH me! oppreſt with never-ending woes, 
My hopes and wiſhes center in the tomb! 

When ſhall I fink ſecurely to repoſe, 

| And ſleep encircl'd in its friendly gloom ? 


Long wiſh'd in vain, no more I wiſh for weal, 
I only ſeek the reſt of death to prove; 
When I ſhall ceaſe, for ever ceaſe, to feel 
The wounds of fortune, and the pangs of love. 


Soon, ſoon, I hope, that to theſe cloſing eyes 
Its laſt kind office friendſhip ſhall beſtow, 

Convey me where my honour'd mother lies, 
And bid my duſt with kindred duſt lye low. 


Rank on my grave the matted. graſs ſhall grow; 
The buſy and the gay paſs heedleſs by; | 

A parting tear, love, —friendſhip,—ſhall beſtow ; - 

And I at reſt from all my troubles lye. 


— 
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TO THE MEMORY OF THE UNFORTUNATE 
CHATTERTON. 


ILL-FATED youth ! hard was thy lot below ; 
How few thy years! yet, ah! how full of woe! 
How might thy genius have adorn'd thy race! 
How thy misfortunes ever muſt diſgrace! 

Juſt in its gifts to all, impartial Heav'n 

To thee had greateſt good and evil giv'n, 

From common mortals not diſtinguiſh'd leſs 

By mind, than fate, by talents, than diſtreſs ; 
Wond'rous, but hapleſs boy, to thee we owe 
Whate'er admiring pity can beſtow. 

Small were thy claims, but ev'n theſe claims deny'd, 
Thy mind indignant ſpurn'd its lot, and dy'd; 
Reſolv'd at once the worſt of fate to brave, 

And ſeek from want a refuge in the grave. 

What though, unhappy boy! thy fad remains 
No rites attend, no hallow'd ground contains, 
Vet pity ſhall bewail thy hapleſs doom, 

And genius conſecrate thy early tomb; 
They, whoſe neglect deſtroy'd thee, now too late, 
Shall praiſe thy merit, and lament thy fate, 


IE 
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THE AUTHENTIC COFET 
oF THE 
PROLOGUE 
To THE Ar 70 KEEP HIM. 
Spoken at Richmond Houſe, by the Hon. Mrs. Horarr, 
Written hy the Right Hon. General Conwar. | 


SINCE I was doom'd to tread the awful ſtage, 
Thank Heaven, that plac'd me in this poliſh'd age! 
There was a time, we're told, when in a cart 
I might have play'd our lovely Widow's part; 

Or travell'd, like a pedlar with a pack, 
And my whole homely wardrobe at my back; 
But, troth, I feel no fancy for ſuch mumming; 
And ſure one's dreſs ſhould be at leaſt becoming! 
No rainbow filk then flaunted in the wind ; 
No gauzes ſwell'd before, nor cork behind; 
No diamonds then, with all their ſparkling train, 
Nor rouge, nor powder, e'en a ſingle grain. 
But theſe were ſimple times, the learn'd agree 
Simple, indeed too ſimple much for me! 

M 3 Another 
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Another age produc'd a diff *rent ſcene ; 
All grand and ftately, as the firſt was mean; 
The change indeed was total, @ la lettre; 
But I can hardly ſay *twas for the better. 
For was't not ſtrange, to ſee a well-dreſt play'r 
Strut in high buſkins in the open air ; 
Then bawl to galleries high as any ſteeple ; 
Or ſqueak thro? pipes to forty thouſand people; 
Good Heavens, how horrid | what a monſtrous notion 
*Twou'd quite deprive one of all ſpeech and motion. 
And then to wear one ſettl'd, ſtrange grimace, | 
Or endleſs fimpers on a paſteboard face; 

© To hide the beauties bounteous nature made, 
Behind a trifling vizard's filthy ſhade ; 
To loſe of Siddons? glance the proud controul, 
Or ſwimming eyethat paints the melting ſoul ; 
Th' obedient brow that can be ſtern, or meek ; 
The dimpling bluſh that dwells on Farren's cheek ; 
The well-tun'd airs that ſuit each varying part; 
And looks, n er Oe ins. 


« Thoſe cats, we're affur'd, were wond'rous wits ; R 
4 In taſte I'd rather truſt our honeſt cits : 
They might be learned, with their muſty rules, 
« For me, I ſet them down as errant fools; 
And muſt conclude, midſt all thoſe boaſted arts, 
Their audiences had neither eyes nor hearts.“ 
* ed = 2 5 


To 
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To modern ſtages too, in my conception, 


LC 


One fairly might produce ſome juſt objection 


"Tis ſuch a concourſe, ſuch a ſtaring ſhow, 

Mobs ſhout above, and critics ſnarl below; 

But when their battle, in its dire array, 

Vents its full rage on players or on play, 

You'd think yourſelf a hundred leagues from ſhore ; 
The boatſwain whiſtles, and the monſters roar, 

&« True; for ambition, *tis an ample field; 


« Vaſt crops of praiſe its fertile regions yield; 


« But rankling thorns infeſt the genial ſoil, 
& And keeneſt tempeſts blaſt the planter's toil,” 

| While here, in this fair garden's calm retreat, 
At once the virtues, and the muſes? ſeat; 
Where friendly ſuns their kindeſt influence ſhed, 


Each tender plant may dauntleſs rear its head. 


Tho? no tall pine erect its lately charms, 
Nor cedar ſpread around its tragic arms ; 
Here Venus myrtle may its ſweets diſcloſe, 
Or virgin bluſhes tinge the new-blown roſe ; 
And ſiſter arts their friendly aid may join, 
For ſome fair brow a mingl'd wreath to tine. 


But quitting metaphor ; —this humble band, 
Who own your pour, and bow to YOUR command, 
M4: -: 
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Shall ſcorn the noiſy plaudits of the crowd, 
The wain, the great, the fickle and the loud; 
Bliſt in the candour of a choſen few, 
Whoſe hearts are partial to their judgements true 
« You to their faults will be a little blind ; 
Lou to their talents will be very kind. 
« And ſuch th' applauſe we covet for our play; 
„Where the heart dictates and the hands obey.”? 


88 — 
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The above appears as it vas originall ly ſpoken. The lineswith 
inverted commas were omitled, in order to introduce the 
following, on the night of performance before HIS Rovar. 
Hiscnness THE, PRINCE Or WALES, and the DUKE 
ar CUuMBERLAN b—ard thoſe printed with Italics, as 
well as thoſe evith inverted commas, «vere omitted in 
order to introduce the following lines, avhich wwere 


ſpoken on the night of performance- before the KING and 
QUEEN. 


Lines introduced on the Repreſentation before the PRINCE 
of WALES. 


AND ſhould thoſe favour'd ſeats this happy night 
Shine with a luſtre eminently bright: 

Should royal greatneſs humbly condeſcend 

To lay the Prince aſide, and a& the friend; 

Indulgent to the liberal arts they love, 

They'll ſtrive to pardon faults they can't approve ; ; 
And 


d 
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And could their flattering ſmiles with equal eaſe, 
As the ambition, give the power to pleaſe, 
We'd fill the mimic, as the real part, 


And pay with duty, what we want in art. 


Lines introduced on the Repreſentation before the KING 
and QU EEN. 


HERE, in the peaceful Glens of the grove, 
Sacred to friendſhip and to friendly love ; 


If an unlicens'd, tho? not venal band, 


Have dar'd with zealous, yet with trembling hand, 
Ent'ring with pious awe their hallow'd ſhrine, 

To raiſe an altar to the heav'nly Nine; 

If, ſtrongly ardent in fo fair a cauſe, 

We have tranſgreſs*d, while werevere the law, 

Een Cæſar's ſelf, their guardian and their friend, 
Would thro? our error ſee its nobler end. 

Patron of arts, he'd own the gen'rous flame; 

The friends of taſte and freedom are the ſame ! 

And ſhould thoſe gracious pow'rs, who might reſtrain, 


Een by their preſence conſecrate our ſcene ; 


Kindly indulgent to the muſe they love, 


-Shou'd they protect attempts they might reprove; | 


With condeſcenſion that each fear beguiles ; 
You'll read our licence in their fav'ring ſmiles. 


M5 By 
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AUTHENTIC COPY 
| 2 
EPILOGUE. 
Written by Lieutenant-general BunGoOvNE | 
Spoken by the 1. Mrs. "VERS 


« THE Way to Keep Him !“ —is —is the taſk fo hard, 
When life's beſt lot is the aſſur'd reward? 
Does man, unthinking man, his ſhare deſpiſe ?_ 
Or does weak woman throw away the prize ? 
Tis in ourſelves our empire to maintain: 7 
I've trac'd the happy image in my brain; 
Smiling ſhe fits, and weaves. a roſy chain. 
Ob! could my humble ſxill, which often ſtrove 

In mimic fone to copy forms I love, 
By ſoft gradation reach a higher art, 

And bring to view a ſculpture of the heart! 
I'll try; and cull materials as they're ſcatter d 

Not from one object, leſt *twere ſaid I flatter d: 

- Firſt, temper—gentle, uniform, obedient— 1 
Les, mighty Sir —we know your grand ingredient : 

I have 


e 
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I have it in that face (writes) th* example's down 
That ſeldom wears, and never meets a frown. 


Vivacity and wit (looks round) I'll take from you 


And ſentiment from Lady, I know who. 

Truth and diſcretion—there—how they adorn her 
And delicacy peeping from that corner. 

For ſenſibility, where ſmiles and ſighs 

In pain or joy with blended ſoftneſs riſe, 

I ſee it breaking thro? yon lovely bloom, 

For a deſire to pleaſe—T'll look at home. 
Hypocriſy—don't ſtart—ſhe wants one grain, 

One little atom, juſt: to cover pain, 

When not content with bleſſings in her pow'r, 

Her truant robs her av'rice of an hour. 

My compound's right, eber next we meet, Pl mould it; 
And find among you a fit caie to hold it. | 
Ye ſons of taſte, who would ſuch charms obey, 
Could ye but find them wrapt in mortal clay, | 
Complete Pygmalion's part—adore and pray ! 

For the moſt worthy Venus ſhall decide, 

Awake the ſtatue, and preſent. the bride, D 


On- 1 night of performance. before the KIN G and 
QUEEN, the ſeven laft lines of the above were omitted, 
in order to introduce the * 


SUCH are the gifts th' attentive loves ſhould ai,” 


OY CONE Hr the bridal ring. 1 5 
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Need I, here, point to virtues more ſublime ! 
Unchang'd by faſhion, unimpair'd by time. ; 
To higher duties of connubial ties ! 

To mutual bleſſings that from duties riſe ! 


Your looks - your hearts—the bright aſſembla ge own, 
Which Heaven to emulative life has ſnown, | 


And plac'd in a double luſtre on a throne, 


* 


VILLAGE POLITICS, 


ADDRESSED TO AEL MECHANICS, JOURNEYMEN, AND 
DAY LABOURERS INz GREAT BRITAIN. - 


By WILL CHIP, 4 counTay CARPENTER. 


A Diatocue between Jack ANnv1L the Blackſmith, 
and Tom Hop the Maſon. 


Jack. W HAT's the matter, Tom ? Why def look fo 
diſmal ? | 


Tom. Diimal indeed! 1 Well 8 I may. 

J. What's the old mare dead? or work ſcarce? 

F. No, no, work's plenty — if a man wad but 
the heart to go to it. 

F. What book art n 2 why doſt 10 ſo like 4 
hang dog? 

7. (looking on his book.) Cauſe cn A Why I find 
here that I'ma very unhappy, and very mirage; which 

—- I ſhould 
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1 fhould never have known if I had not had the good. 
luck to meet with this book. O ' tis a precious book! 
F. A good fign tho? ; that you can't find out you're 
unhappy without . into a book for it. What is 
5 the matter? p 
| | 7. Matter! Why I want liberty. 
J. Liberty! What has any one fetched a warrant for 
thee 3 Come man, cheer up, I'll be bound for thee.— 
Thou art an honeſt fellow in the main, tho' thou 
doſt tipple and prate a little too much at the Roſe and 
Crown. 
D T. No, no, I want a new conſtitution. | 
J. Indeed! Why I thought thou hadſt been a 8 
healthy fellow. Send for the doctor then. | 
T. I'm not fick ; I want Liberty and Equally and 
the Rights of Man. 
* F. O now I underſtand thee, What thou art a le. 
veller and a republican, I warrant. 
0 | F. I'm a friend to the people, I want a reform, 
F. The ſhorteſt way is to mend thyſelf, 
T. But I want a general reform. 
J. Then let every one mend one. 


-- Ti. Pooh! I want freedom and happineſs, the ſame as 
they have got in France. | 
a | F. What, Tom, we imitate them ? We follow the 
French ? Why they only begun all this miſchief at firſt, 
d | in order to be juſt what we are already, Why I'd ſooner 
h 280 to the Negers to get learning, or to the Turks to 


d ; get 
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get religion, than to the French for freedom and hap- 


oy 
7. What do n mean by that? ar'n?t the French 


free? 
| J. Free, Tom! aye, free with a witneſs. They are 
all ſo free, that there's. nobody ſafe. They make free 
to rob whom they will, and kill whom they will. If 
they don't like a man's looks, they make free to hang 
tim without judge or jury, and the next lamp-poſt does 
for the gallows ; fo then they call themſelves free, be- 
cauſe you ſee they have no king to take them up and 
hang them for it. 

7. Ah, but Jack, didn't their KING formerly hive 
people for nothing too ? and A wer'n't they all 
papiſts before the Revolution? 

J. Why, true enough, they had but a poor ſort of re- 
ligion, but-bad is better than none, Tom. And ſo was 
the government bad enough too; for they could clap an 
innocent man into priſon, aud keep him there too as long 
as they would, and never ſay with your leave or- by 
your leave, Gentlemen of the Jury. But what's all that 
to us ? 

'F: To us! Why aa t eee te put many ; of 
our poor folks in priſon againſt their will? What are 


all the, jails for? ee F c I ay; all men 


ſhould be free. 
F. Harkee, Tom, a few rogues in priſon keep the 
reſt in order, and then honeſt men go about their buſi- 
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neſs, afraid of no body; that's the way to be free. And 
let me tell thee, Tom, thou and I are tried by our 
peers as much as a lord is. Why the ing can't ſend me 
to priſon if I do no harm, and if I. do, there's reaſon: 
good why I ſhould go there. I may go te law with Sir 
John, at the great caſtle yonder, and he no more dares 
lift: his little finger againſt me than if I were his equal. 
A lord is hanged for hanging matter, as thou and I. 
ſhou'd be; and if it will be any comfort to thee, Imy- 
ſelf remember a Peer of the Realm being hanged for kil- 
ling his. man, juſt the ſame as the man wou d haue been 
for killing him. * 

7. Well, that is ſome „ W you. rect 
the Rights of Man ? 

J. No, not I. I had rather by half read the /Jole 
Duty of Man. I. have but little time for reading, 
and ſuch as 1 ſhould * only read a * of, the 
beſt. 
FT. Don't tell me 901 RP old faſhioned notions, 
Why ſhould not we have the ſame fine things they have 
got in France? Pm for a Conſtitution, and n — 
and Equalization. 


F. Do be quiet. Now, Tom, only ſuppoſe this. none 
| ſenfical equality was to take place; why it wou'd not laſt. 
while one cou'd ſay Jack Robinſon; or ſuppoſe it cou 
ſuppoſe, in the general diviſion, our new rulers: were ta 


. Lord Ferrers was hanged in 2760, for killing his fwd. 
| | give 
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give us half an acre of ground a- piece; we cou'd to be 
ſure raiſe potatoes on it for the uſe of our families; but 
as every other man would be equally buſy in raiſing po- 

tatoes for his family, why then you fee if thou waſt to 
break thy ſpade, I ſhould not be able to mend it. 
- Neighbour Snip wou'd have no time to make us a ſuit of 
eloaths, nor the clothier'to weave the cloth, for all the 
world would be gone a digging. And as to boots and 
ſhoes, the want of ſome one to make them for us, 
wou'd be a greater grievance than the tax on leather. If 
ye ſhou'd be ſick, there wou'd be no doctor's ſtuff for 
us; for doctor wou'd be digging too. We cou'd not get 
A chimney ſwept, or a load of coal from pi, for love or 
| moyey- s 

F. But ftill I ſhould have no one over my head, 

F. That's a miſtake: I'm ſtronger than thou; and 
Standiſh, the exciſeman, is a better ſcholar ; ſo we 
ſhould not remain equal a minute. I ſhou'd out-#24t 
thee, and he'd out-wir thee, And if ſuch a ſturdy fel- 
low as I am, was to come and break down thy hedge for 
a little firing, or to take away the crop from thy ground, 
I'm nat ſo ſure that theſe new-fangled laws wou'd ſee thee 
righted. | I tell thee, Tom, we have a ſine conſtitution 
rely, and our fore-fathers thought ſo. 

T. They were a pack of . and had never read the 
Rights of Man. 

FJ. Tl tell thee a tory. When Sir Joby ms my 
Lady, whois a little fantaſtical; and likes to do every thing 

975 3 . lke 
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like the French, ſhe begged bim to pull down yonder fine 
old caſtle, and build it up in her frippery way, Nog 
ſays Sir John; what, ſhall I pull down this noble build- 
ing, raiſed by the wiſdom of my brave anceſtors, which 
outſtood the civil wars, and only underwent a little 
needful repair at the Revolution, and which all my 
neighbours come to take a pattern by—ſhall J pull it 
all down, I fay, only becauſe there may be a dark cloſet, 
or an inconvenient room or two in it? My lady mumpt 
and grumbled ; but the caſtle was let ſtand, and a glo- 


nous building it is, though there may be a trifling fault 


or two, and though a few decays may want ſtopping; 
fo now and then they mend a little thing,. and then 
they'll go on mending, I dare ſay, as they have leiſure, 
to the end of the chapter, if they are let alone. But 
no pull-me-down works. What is it you are crying out 
for 7 Tom? 

. Why, for a perfect government. | 

J. You might as well cry for the moon. There's 
nothing perfect in this world, take my word for it. 
T. I don't ſee why we are to work like ſlaves, while 
others roll about in their coaches, feed on the fat of the 
land, and do nothing. 

J. My little maid brought me home a ſtory-book 
from the Charity-School t'other day, in which was a bit 


of a fable about the belly and the limbs. The hands 


ſaid, I won't work any longer to feed this lazy belly, 
who fits in ſtate like a lard, and does nothing, Said 
| the 


— 4 N 
— — - — — 
N | 2 
— CRTTS - 


4 . ow a RR 2 
— — 3 wy 2 — — 1 PIE 9 


* 


IT. As = — "*e N „ | F > — — 2 — 7. 
. « a 2 * * _— - — — * * 
C ² — — 
— - —— * * — 


— 


— . r — = —— REP - — IG 


— 


13 
| 
1 0 
F (2 


— 


rr 


© r 


L 258 J 


the feet, I won't walk and tire myſelf to carry him 
about; let him ſhift for himſelf ; ſo ſaid all the mem- 
bers ; juſt as your levellers and: republicans do now. 
And what was the conſequence? Why, the belly was 
pinched to be ſure ; but the hands and the feet, and 
the reſt of the members ſuffered ſo much for want of 
their old nouriſhment, that they fell fick, pined away, 
and wou'd have died, if they had not come to their 
ſenſes juſt in time to ſave their lives, as I hope all you 
will do. 
T. But the times —but the taxes, Jack. 
. Things are dear, to be ſure; but riot and murder 
1. bt the way to make them cheap. And taxes are 
high; but I'm told there's a deal of old ſcores paying 
off, and by them who did not contract the debt neither, 
Tom. Beſides things are mending, I hope, and what 
little is done, is for us poor people; our candles are 
ſomewhat cheaper; and I dare ſay, if the honeſt gen- 
tleman is not diſturbed by you levellers, things will 
mend every day. But bear one thing in mind: the 
more we riot, the more we ſhall have to pay. Mind 
another thing too, that in France the poor paid all the 
taxes, as I have heard 'em "ſs and the quality paid 
—_— 

T. Well, I know why what, « as ven as another; 
and I'm as fit to govern 

F. No, Tom, no. You are, indeed, as good as 
another--man, ſeeing you have hands to work, and a 
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foul: to be ſaved. | But are all men fit for all kinds of 
things? Solomon ſays, How can he be wiſe, whoſe 
« talk is of oxen ? Every one in his way, I ama 
better judge of a horſe-ſhoe than Sir John ; but he-has 
a deal better notion of ſtate affairs than I; and I can 
no. more do without him than he can do without me. 
And few are ſo poor but they may get a vote for a par- 
liament-man, and ſo you ſee the poor have as much 
ſhare in the government as well know how to 
manage. 1 

T. But I ſay all men are equal, Why mould one 
be above another ? 

F. If that's thy talk, Tom, thou dof 8 with 
Privvidence and not with government. For the woman 


is below her huſband, and the children are below their 


nn and the ſervant is below his maſter. 

F. But the ſubject is not below the king; all pos 
are „ crowned ruffians; * and all governments are 
wicked. For my part, I'm reſolved PU Fe ore 
_ to any of them. 

F. Tom, Tom, this is thy 8 ; if thay dad 


| * oftner to church, thou wou'dſt know where it is ſaid, 


Render unto Ceſar the things that are Ceſar's.;*? and 
alſo, (Fear God, honour: the king.” Your book tells 
you, that we need obey no government but that of the 
people, and that we may faſhion and alter the governs 


ment according to our; whimſies; but mine tells me, 


AY one be 3 to the higher powers, for 
6& all 


' 


2 
9 
* 
. 
: 
iÞ 
. 
* 
> 
F 
} 
7 
1H 
. 
0 ! 
N 14 
14 
y 
wi 


— — 


r py * * 
IE = 
. — MAE ac 


* * 7 
——— — 


3 


—— 
— 


_ Ps 8 
= * * 2 * 
. 
1 n — 


1 2 >. ap + pos — 
—— — — ea — 
— . TH 8 4 
SD. x ; „ > Via: > ih Ws i — 8 < 


260 7 


all power is of God, the powers that be are ordained 
* of God; whoſoever, therefore, reſiſteth the power, 
t refiſteth the ordinance of God.” Thou ſayſt, thou 
wilt pay no taxes to any of them. Doſt thou know 
Who it was that work'd a miracle, that he might have 
money to pay tribute with, rather than ſet you and me 
an example of diſobedience to government? 
T. I ſay we ſhall never be happy, till we . the 
French have done. 

7. The French and we contending for liberty, Tom, 
is juſt as if thou and I were ts pretend to run a race; 
thou to ſet out from the ſtarting poſt, when I am in 
already 3 why, we've got it man; we've no race to run. 
We're there already. Our conſtitution is no more like 
what the French one was, than a mug of our Faunton 
beer 1 is like a platter of their ſoup-maigre. 3 

F. I know we ſhall be nnn if we don't get a new 
conf ution that's all. 

F. And I know we ſhall be undone if we do. I don't 
know much about politics, but I can ſee by a little, 
what a great deal means. Now, only to ſhew thee the 
ſtate of public credit, as I think Tim Standiſh calls it. 
There's Farmer Furrow: a few years ago, he had an 
odd gol. by him; ſo, to keep it out of harm's way, he 
© put it out to uſe, on government ſecurity I think he 
calls it. Well, t'other day he married one of his daugh- 
ters, ſo he thought he'd give her that gol. for a bit of 
a portion. Tom, as I'm a living man, when he went 
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to take it out, if his fifty pounds was not grown al- 


moſt to an hundred! and would have been a full hun- 


dred, they ſay, by this time, if the gentleman had been 


let alone. 


T. Well, ſtill, as the old faying is—T ſhou'd like to 
do as they do in France. 

F. What, ſhou'dſt like to he murdered with as little 
ceremony as Hackabout, the butcher, knocks down a 
calf ?' Then, for every little bit of tiff a man gets rid 
of his wife. And as to liberty of conſcience, which they 
brag: ſo much about, why they have driven away their 
Parſons, (aye, and murdered many of 'em) becauſe 
they wou'd not ſwear as they would have them. And 
then they talk of liberty of the preſs ; why, Tom, only 
t'other day they hang'd a man for printing a book 3 
this pretty government of theirs. 

T. But you ſaid yourſelf it was ſad times in France, 

before they pulPd down the old government. 
F. Well, and ſuppoſe the French were as much in the 
Tight as I know them to be in the wrong, what does 
that argue for 2s? Becauſe neighbour Furrow t'other 
day pulled down a crazy, old barn, is that a reaſon 
W I muſt ſet fire to my tight cottage ? 

7. I don't ſee why one man is to ride in his coach 
an ths, while another mends the highway for him. 

J. I don't ſee why the man in the coach is to drive 
over the man on foot, or hurt a hair of his head. And 
as to our great folks that you levellers have ſuch a ſpite 


againſt 
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againſt; I don't pretend to ſay they are a bit better 
than they ſhould be; but that's no affair of mine; let 
them look to that; they'll anſwer for that in another 
place. To be ſure, I wiſh they'd ſet us a better ex- 
ample about going to church, and thoſe things; but 
till Boarding not the ſin of the age; they don't lock 
up their money away it goes, and every body's the 
better for it. They do ſpend: too much to be ſure iu 
feaſtings und fandangoes, and and if I was a parſon I'd go 
to work with em in another kind of a way; but as I 
am only a poor tradeſman, why tis but bringing more 
griſt to my mill. It all comes among the people their 
conches; and their furniture, and their buildings, and 
their planting, employ a power of trades- people and 
labourers.—Now in this village; what ſhou'd we do 
without the caſtle? Tho' my Lady is too rantipoliſh, 
and flies about all ſummer to hot water and cold water, 
and freſh water and falt water, when ſhe ought to ſtay 
at home with Sir John; yet when ſhe does come down, 
ſhe brings ſuch a deal of | gentry, that I have more 
horſes than I can ſhoe, and my wife more linen than 
me can'waſh. Then all our grown children are ſervants 
in the family, and rare wages they have got. Our little 
boys get ſomething every day by weeding their gardens, 
and the girls learn to few and knit at Sir John's ex- 

benen uo ſends them all to ſehool of a Sunday. 

kl rn ae but there's not * e in every village. 

L978 F. The 
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. The more's the pity. But there's other help. 
*Twas but laſt year you broke your leg, and was nine 
weeks in the Briſtol Firmary, where you was taken as 


much care of as a lord, and your family was maintained 


all the while by the pariſh. No poor-rates in France, 


Tom; and here there's a matter of two million and a 


half paid for them, if 'twas but a little better managed. 
T. Two million and a half! 


J. Aye, indeed. Not tranſlated into ten-pences, as 
your French millions are, but twenty good-ſhillings to 


the pound. But, when this levelling comes -about, 


there will be no *firmaries, no hoſpitals, no charity- 
ſchools, no Sunday-ſchools, where ſo many hundred 
thouſand poor ſouls learn to read the word of God far 
nothing. For who is to pay for them ? equality can't 
afford it ; and thoſe that may be willing won't be able. 


T. But we ſhall be one as good as another, for all 


that. | | | 
F. Aye, and bad will be the beſt. But we mult 
work as we do now, and with this difference, that no 
one will be able to pay us. Tom! I have got the uſe 
of my limbs, of my liberty, of the laws, and of my 
Bible. The two firſt I take to be my natural rights; 
the two laſt my civil and religious; theſe, I take it, are 
the true Rights of Man, and all the reſt is nothing but 


nonſenſe, and madneſs, and wickedneſs, My cottage is 


my caſtle; I fit down in it at night in peace and thanks 


fulneſs, and © no man maketh me afraid. Inſtead of 


indulging 
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indulging diſcontent, becauſe another is richer than I in 
this world, (for envy is at the bottom of your equality 
works) I read my Bible, go to church, and think of a 
treaſure in heaven. 

T. Aye; but the French have got it in is world. 
F. Tis all a lye, Tom. Sir John's butler ſays, his 
maſter gets letters which /ay tis all a lye. Tis all 
murder, and nakedneſs, and hunger ; many of the poor 
ſoldiers fight without victuals, and march without 


clothes. Theſe are your democrats / Tom. 


'T. What then, doſt think all the men on our fide 


wicked? 


J. No—not fo athens ve made fools of the 


moſt of you, as I believe. I judge no man, Tom; I 


hate no man. Even republicans and levellers, five, 
will always enjoy the protection of our laws; though I 


hope they will never be our law-maters. There's many 


true diſſenters, and there's hollow churchmen ; and a 


good man is a good man, whether his church has got a 
ſteeple to it or not. The new-faſhioned way of proving 
one's religion is to hate ſomebody, Now, though ſome 
folks pretend that a man's hating a Papiſt, or a Preſby- 
terian, proves him to be a good Churchman, it don't 
prove him to be a good Chriftian, Tom. As much as 
1 hate republican works, I'd ſcorn to live in a country 
where there was not liberty of conſcience; and where 
every man might not worſhip God his own way. Now 
that they had not in France: the Bible was ſhut up in 
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an unknown, heatheniſh tongue. While here, thou and 


T can make as free uſe of our's as a biſnop; can no 
more be ſent to priſon unjuſtly than a judge; and are 


as much taken care of by the laws as the parliament 
man who makes them. And this levelling makes people 
ſo diſmal. Theſe poor French fellows uſed to be the 
merrieſt dogs in the world; but ſince equality came in, 
I don't believe a Frenchman has ever laughed. 

T. What then doſt thou take French Jiberty to be? 

F. To murder more men in one night, than ever 
their poor king did in his whole life. 

T. And what doſt thou take a Democrat to be ? 


F. One who likes to be governed by a thouſand * 
rants, and yet can't bear a king. | 


T. What is Equality ? 
F. For every man to pull down every one that is 


| above him, till they're all as low as the loweſt, 


T. What is the new Rights of Man? 
F. Battle, murder, and ſudden death. 
T. What is it to be an enlightened people? 
F. To put out the light of the goſpel, confound 
right and wrong, and grope about in pitch darkneſs. 


T. What is Philoſophy, that Tim Standiſh talks ſo 
much about ? 


F. To believe that there s neither God, nor devil, 


Yor heaven, nor hell.— To dig up a wicked old fellow's* - 


* Voltaire, 


Vol. IV, MW: rotten 
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la vinc, whoſe books, Sir John ſays, have been the 

ruin of thouſands ; and to ſet his figure up in a church 

aud worſhip him. 

T. And what mean the other bard words that Tim 
talks about—organtzation, and function, and -civiſm, and 

 enciviſm, and .equalization, and inwviolability, and imper- 
feriptible? 

| J. Nonſenſe, gibberiſh, downright hocus-pocus. 1 

know tis not Engliſh ; Sir John ſays *tis not Latin; and 

his valet de ſham fays 'tis not French neither. 

T. And yet Tim ſays he never ſhall be happy till all 
12 4 fine things are brought over to England. 

F. What, into this Chriſtian country, Tom? Why, 
doſt know they have no ſubbath? Their mob parliament 
meets of a Sunday to do their wicked work, as natu- 
rally as we do to go.to church. They have renounced 
God's word and God's day, and they don't even date 
in the year of our Lord. Why doſt turn-pale, man? 
And the rogues are always making ſuch a noife, Tom, 
in the midſt of their parliament-houſe, that their ſpeaker 
rings a bill, like our penny- * becauſe he can't 
keep them in order. 

T. And doſt thou think our Rights of Man will lead 
to all this wickedneſs ? . 

"19: As ſure as eggs are eggs. 

7. 1 begin to think we're better off as we are. 

J. Tm ſure on't. This is only a ſcheme to make us 


go 
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go back in every thing. Tis making ourſelves poor 


when we are getting rich. 


. I begin to think l'm not ſo very unhappy as I had 
got to fancy. 

F. Tom, I don't care for drink myſelf, but thou 
doſt, and VI argue with thee in thy own way; when 
there's all equality there. will be no /zperfluity ; when 
there's no wages there'll be no drink; and levelling 
will rob thee of thy ale more than the malt-tax does. 

T. But Standiſh ſays, if we had a good government 
there*d be no want of any thing. 

F. He is like many others, who take the King's mo- 
ney and betray him. Tho' I'm no ſcholar, I know 
that a good government is a good thing. But don't go 
to make me believe that -azy government can make a 


bad man good, or a diicontented man happy.—What 
art muſing upon, man? 


7. Let me ſum up the evidence, as they ſay at ſizes 
—Hem! To cut every man's throat who does not think 
as I do, or hang him up at a lamp-poſt !—Pretend li- 
berty of conſcience, and then baniſh the parſons only 
for being conſcientious !—Cry out liberty of the preſs, 
and hang up the firſt man who writes his mind !—Loſe 
our poor laws!—Loſe one's wife, perhaps, upon every 
little tif !—March without clothes, and fight without 
victuals No trade No bible No ſabbath nor day 
of reſt !\—No ſafety, no comfort, no peace in this 
Na | world 
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World —and no world to come I— Jack, I never knew 
thee tell a lie in my life. 
J. Nor wou'd I now, not even nt the French. 
T. And thou art very ſure we are not ruined. | 
F. PII tell thee how we are ruined. We have a king 
Jo loving, that he wou'd not hurt the people if he 
cou'd ; and ſo kept in, that he cou'd not hurt the peo- 
ple if he wou'd. We have as much liberty as can 
make us happy, and more trade and riches than allows 
us to be good. We have the beſt laws in the world, if 
they were more ſtrictly enforced ; and the beſt religion 
in the world, if it was but better followed. While 
Old England is ſafe, Il glory in her and pray for her, 
and when ſhe is in n PH fight for her and die for 
Her. 
7. And ſo will I too, Jack, that's what I will. (nge 


o the naß beef ef Old England !* 


8 5 Thou art an honeſt fellow, Tom. 
F. This is Roſe and Crown night, and Tim Standiſh 
is now at his miſchief ; but we'll 80 and put an end to 
that fellow's work. | 
F. Come . 
7. No; firſt Fil ſtay to burn my book, and then Pl 
go and make a bonfire,, and 
-F. Hold, Tom. There is but one e thing worle than 
1 a bitter enemy, and that is, an imprudent friend. If 
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mou woud'ſt ſhew thy love to thy King and vountry, 
let's have no drinking, no riot, no bonfires; but put in 
practice this text, which our parſon preached on laſt 


Sunday, 4 Study to be quiet, work with your own 
© hands, and mind your own buſineſs.“ 


7. And ſo I will, Jack—Come on. 


THE GOITRE,. 
OO A FABLE, 


Rravzn! y you've ſeen perchance (for ey'ry acht 
John Bull's devout attention draws); 
You've ſeen with equal wonder and delight, 
The Monſtrous Craws,— 
Now, if you feel your vig'rous fancy able 
To give a mere unform'd excreſcence, 
Exiſtence perſonal and eſſence, 


See how-a Wen can figure in a fable, 


A Goitre in an Alpine valley bred, - 


Jn ſhape and ſize full rival to the head, 

Eſteem'd among the belles of Syon 

The prettieſt lump of fleſh was e'er ſet eye on, 
Made vain, as we may well ſuppoſe, 

With admiration, like a noddy 
Puff*d with ſelf-conſequence and folly, hes 

To ſtand in competition with the body, 

And 
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And thus he argu*d—* In the general plan, 
„That forms the commonwealth of man, 
«© We may preiume that cv'ry ſingle part, 
„In bulk, and growth, and diſtribution, 
„Was made by never-erting art, 
« Peſt ſuited to the human conſtitution. 
Q Twere then enough for me to found pretenſions 
On my long ſtanding, place, and large dimenſions; 
« But be it known, that if I pleaſe, 
] can bring better claims than theſe. | 


« And firſt my privileges, When the 0 
« Fatigu'd with thinking, or with raking, 
Lies on the pillow, pale and dead, 
6 Ready to ſplit with aching; 
© When the heart flutters, and with direful rumble 
The cholick'd bowels grumble; . 
«© When limbs are on the rack, 
* And grinding pains run thro the long, long back, 
« I loll upon the breaſt, 
In caſe and reſt, 
« With nought to do, but put my Juices 
« To all their proper uſes; 
1 And thus I fatten, grow, and thrive, 


* While they, poor ſouls! ſcarce i themſelves . 


t Now 


1 
Now for my ſervices, I need not tell ye, | 
* How once the members quarrelled with the belly; 
« And ſtill the reſty raſcals, led F | 
“ By the rebellious head, | 
* Are prone to riot. 
„ 'Tis then my taſk to keep them quiet, 2 
« By draining off ſuperfluous humours, ! 
„ Supprefling ferments and plethoric tumours, | 
And by the wholeſome ſyſtem of ſtarvation; 
„Maintaining peace and due ſubordination; , | 
« And thus I keep the balance even, 
« And fit the body-politic for heaven. 


& Theſe things conſider'd, reaſon muſt agree, 
That place and preference are due to me; 

6 Yet, for the gen'ral welfare, I'm content | 
«© To make a cloſe and firm alliance, 


That we may all live eaſy and content, 
4 And bid our foes defiance.” 


While thus Sir Goitre, ſwagg'ring and vap'ring, 5 
Led his poor paſſive partner ſuch a life, 
Tomes a French Surgeon, flouriſhing and capering, 
Who whipping out his knife, 
- Madean inci ſion to the quick, 
Like boys about a ſtick, 
And preſently proceeded to diſſever 
The ill-match'd pair for ever and for ever. 


N 4 Here 


[ 272 J 
Here Goitre lay, a wither'd, lifeleſs lump, | 
While the diſburthen'd body vig*rous grew and plump. 


Moſt ſtates abound in hangers-on and tumours, 
From petty warts to wens of monſtrous fize, 
That ſuck the blood and waſte the precious humours, 
Yet call themſelves ſupporters and allies. 


LINES 


Addreſſed to Victory, in 3 of the fucceſ+ of 
Mazquis CornwaLLis and his Army againff 
Tirroo SULTAN; | 8 - „ 


Br E. CORNELIA KNIGHT, 
Author of DINARBAS, and Maxcus nne. N 


FAIREST and brighteſt of the heavenly choir, 

Immortal Victory, my ſong inſpire ! — 

Teach me with grateful voice to tune thy praiſe, 
Direct my numbers —animate my lays! 

O may ſt thou ſtill in Britain's cauſe prevail, 

Parent of glory, peace, abundance, hail ! 

Goddeſs of heroes, round thy bliſsful ſhrine . 

The brave alone their votive garlands twine! 

At thy approach Diſtruſt and Terror yield, 

1 kaurels hide the enſanguin'd field; 


Tri- 
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Triumphant joys to anxious doubts ſucceed, 

All cares are lulld, and wounds forget to bleed; 
Fatigue and pain are baniſh'd by thy breath, 

And thou ean'ſt ſoften een the pangs of death; 
Crown'd with thy wreath, encircld by thy arms, 
Expires the warrior, gazing on thy charms; 
Revenge and Anger thy beheſts obey, 

Their weapons ſheath, and own thy clement ſway; 
Thy powerful arm ſtrikes off the captive's chains, 
And glad reſtores him to his native plains. 


Celeſtial fair! thy radiant form how bright, 
Where orient Phcebus darts its earlieſt light! 
There, deck'd with gems, in ſplendid robes array'd, 
On Britiſh enfigns reſts the heavenly maid.. 

Before her feet the grateful India ſmiles, 

From barbarous rapine freed, and Gallic wiles. 

The conquering hoſt in martial pomp appears, 

And ev'ry brow the well-earn'd laurel wears. 

By pleaſures unſubdu'd, by wealth unmov'd, 

By toils nnwearied, and by dangers prov'd; 

Above the reſt in honours, as in place, 

The ſoldier's father, and his country's grace, 

ConnwaLL1s ſtands; around whoſe temples play 

| Refulgent glories on this happy day. 

O Goddeſs, may thy juſtice never ſwerve! 

May thoſe till gain thy favour who.deſerve !: 
5 aL Were 


(274 J 

Where GEORGE with mild paternal rule commands 

A grateful nation join'd in union's bands; 

Where P1TrT directs the councils of the State, 

In early wiſdom firm, and calmly great; 

Where valiant armies ſhield the public cauſe, 

Defend their Prince, their country, and her laws; 
Where glorious navies awe the ſubje& main, 

And Britain's juſt pre-eminence maintain: 

Propitious Victory, for ever ſmile, 

And ſcatter laurels o'er thy favour'd iſle ! 


ODE FOR THE NEW YEAR, 
PERFORMED BEFOXE THEIR MAJESTIES AT tr. JAMES'S. 
By HENRY JAMES, PyE, Es . Por Laugzar. 


Nor with more Joy from deſert ſhades, 
Where prowl untam'd the ſavage train, 
From pathleſs moors and barren glades, 
Sad Deſolation's gloomy reign 
Averted,. bends the weary eye 
To ſeats of rural induſtry, | 
Where harveſts wave in yellow pride, 
Where ſpreads the fertile champain wide 
The lucid fiream, while Commerce leads 
Through peopled towns and laughing meads; 
| „ » OY 
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Than turns the mind from ſcenes of woe, 
Where ceaſeleſs tears of anguiſh flow; 
Where Anarchy's inſatiate brood 
Their horrid footſteps mark with blood, 


To ſhores where temperate freedom reigns, 
Where peace and order bleſs the plains, 


Where men the Sovereign of their choice obey, 
Where Bartarn's grateful ſons exult in GroneR's 


ſway. 


Yet ALBrow ne'er with ſelfiſh aim 
To her own race her care confines . 
On all, the facred gift who claim, 
The golden beam of Freedom ſhines. 
Sad outcaſt from his native ſhore, 
The wretched exile wafted o'er, 
Feels Pitt's lenient hand afſuage 
The wounds of Faction's cruel rage; 
Her laws to all protective yield 
Security's impartial ſhield : 


Who breathes her air breathes pureſt liberty— . 
Gaunt Slavery flies the n. treads her ſoil is 


free. 


Ambition's clarion has not charm'd 
Her dauntleſs legions to the war, 

Nor have her ſons, by fury arm'd, 
Follow'd Oppreſſion's iron car; 


Tho? 


| 
4 
| 
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Tho? prompt at Honour's call to brave 
The hoſtile clime, the adverſe wave, 
Their thunder *neath the bu rning Zone. 
Shook the proud Deſpot on his throne ; 
Yet while aloft in orient ſkies _ 
Conqueſt's s triumphant banner flies, 


The generous Victor bids the conflict ceaſe, 
And *midſt his laurels twines the nobler wreaths of 


peace. 


Bleſt Peace! O may thy radiance mild 
Beam kindly on the opening year! 
Yet ſhould with frantic vengeance wild 
The fiends of Diſcord urge their , 
Not cold in Freedom's ſacred cauſe, 
Not flow to guard her holy Laws, 
Faithful to him their hearts approv e, 
The Moxanxck they revere, the Man wey lor, 


— 


 BrrTAwNIA's Sons ſhall arm with patriot zeal, 


Their Prince's cauſe their awn—his rights the 3 
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Ws 1 . 
ADDRESSED TO 


Ferba _ 2275 et vitam impendere vero. | 


WIII thanklef 8 by her fears willed, 
To truth, to reaſon, and to virtue dead, 

Fawns on the men who undermine her laws, 

And flights the champions who defend her cauſe; 
While the ſame triths which hurt the country's ear, 
Corruption hates, and guilt revolts to hear. 
Unmoved by intereſt, undiſmayed by ill, 

You keep your poſt and are a patriot ſtill. 

Tis true, your conduct may the crowd inflame, 
To curſe your counſels and revile your name; 
May prompt the mean to ſeize the Jucky hour, 
And quit your ſtandard: for the ſmiles of power: 
But, if ſtill ſtedfaſt to your manly part, 

Tou boldly ſpeak the dictates of your heart, 

In ſpite of all the ſtorms around you ſpread, 
Which ſeem e'en now to burſt upon your head, 
Yet you ſhall reap rewards to honour due; 
Rewards beyond all price, and worthy you. 


Not 
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Not ſuch as vulgar admiration claim; 

A riband, place, a fortune, or a name: 

But ſuch as niggard fate beſtows on few, 

Een ſuch as Sydney, or as Cato knew. 

A ſoul, in its own probity ſecure, 

A conſcience, in its laft receſſes pure, 

A mind, which in unequal fortune's ſpite, 

E'en in the combat whiſpers, you are right. 
The world's applauſes are no trifling meed, 
But to deſerve them is a prize indeed! 
And he who gains that prize, ſecures a joy, 
No times can alter, no events deſtroy! =” 
Still with ſuch joy, O Stateſman! firſt and beſt ; 

ill with ſuch comfort may thy ſoul be bleſt, 

And ſtill more bleſt, when curſt by angry Fare, 
As then, more firm, more virtuous, and more great. 
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